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This anthology is dedicated to the students who are never left behind without a fight, 
the teachers who succeed-and sometimes fail-while daring greatly, and especially to 
those teachers and students who long to know more about our universe, our world, our 
country, our state, our counties, our cities, our towns, our families and our hearts. 





The twenty~first JSU Writing Project Summer Institute 2008, A Writing 
Odyssey, proved to be a true journey of exploring and discovery. Each day, crew 
members launched into new realms of writing. Novel spheres of inquiry were 
investigated and analyzed as members of the team shared innovative ideas. The 
weeks quickly passed as friendships were born and nurtured. The overall experience 
was a trek unquestionably "out of this world." 
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Demonstration Summary: "Personalizing the Writing Process" 
How does one address the needs of college composition students in the 
classroom? This demonstration provides information about some techniques that can be 
used to fill the gaps in students' knowledge about the composition process. After a 
summary of survey information about what makes composition instruction effective, a 
basic discussion of the product versus process methods of writing instruction follows. 
The stages of the writing process - prewriting, drafting, rewriting, and editing - are 
presented with some unusual but effective methods of utilizing each stage. Presenting 
different ideas will hopefully enable teachers of English to tailor the writing process to 
individual students, allowing them to find which methods work best for them. Activities 
include a sharing of ideas among teachers for classroom writings, the use of the "cube" 
method of prewriting, and the creation oflabyrinthine sentences. 
Don Bennett 
Writers' Workshop: Modeling the Writing Process 
This lesson demonstrates how to model the writing process. Based on Cheryl Sunflower's 
lessons in Really Writing: Ready-to-Use Writing Process Activities for the Elementary 
Grades, the lesson begins with group brainstorming and writing. As a class, the students 
write the steps to make a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. The teacher then models how 
to revise and edit by thinking aloud and soliciting the students' suggestions. With the 
help of a student volunteer, the teacher also demonstrates how to have a peer listening 
conference. Once the process has been modeled and the expectations are made clear, 
students are instructed to write their own "how to" piece. Students are expected to follow 
the same process and add a labeled diagram to the published copy. 
Sabrina Brandon 
Writing through Read Alouds: On My Honor by Marion Dane Bauer 
This presentation is a read aloud using the book, On My Honor, by Marion Dane Bauer. 
This book is a story that teaches a lesson about keeping your "honor" to others. Two 
young boys go swimming in a forbidden and dangerous river, and one drowns. The book 
goes chapter by chapter dealing with the emotions of the survivor as he copes with the 
realization of facing his best friend's parents, as well as his parents, when retelling the 
details of what happened. Bauer keeps her readers spellbound at the end of each chapter 
as students plead not to stop. Students are actively engaged in creating their own booklet 
by writing summaries using the "somebody, wanted, but, so" strategy on each chapter 
and then illustrating the summaries. After the last chapter is read, students combine their 
summaries and illustrations into a booklet with a cover made from construction paper 
which they design and share with other classmates and family members. 
Debbie Fancher 
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Art Appreciation and Higher Order Thinking Skills 
The lesson begins with a discussion of a dramatic portrait by Jan Vermeer called 
A Girl with a Pearl Earring. Participants first describe what they see, then attempt to 
interpret the thought or moods expressed in the artwork. Then they are shown how the 
design principles of"movement" and "emphasis" are evident in the work and help 
explain its strength. This introductory activity is explained as a slight modification of the 
steps of description, analysis, and interpretation that beginning att appreciation students 
are taught as a way of becoming more skilled att viewers. 
The main body of the lesson consists in explaining movement and emphasis, which are 
two of about seven or eight commonly accepted principles of artistic design. Participants 
follow the explanation on a handout and make simple explanat01y sketches on their notes. 
Then they view a video showing the creation of collages illustrating emphasis and 
movement. Then they make their own construction paper collages exhibiting these 
principles. 
Armed with this knowledge, the class views a series of paintings and looks for 
emphasis and visual movement. They conclude by writing a description, analysis, and 
interpretation of Berthe Morisot' s La Lecture. 
Mark Fuller 
Edible Aquifers 
This demonstration teaches students about aquifers. The teacher explains about 
the topics of groundwater and aquifers with a KWL chart and PowerPoint presentation. 
Next, the teacher discusses qualities of an aquifer by the use of an overhead. Afte1wards, 
the teacher allows the class to create an edible aquifer with various materials. The 
materials include white chocolate chips, coconut, Sprite, sprinkles, and ice creatn. The 
white chocolate chips represent gravel, coconut represents sand, and the sprinkles 
represent soil. The ice cream used is like clay in the confining layer. The Sprite shows 
water in the aquifer. The last item used is food coloring, which represents pollution. After 
students create the aquifer, the teacher demonstrates how pollution can affect our 
groundwater through the use of food coloring. The food coloring seeps through the ice 
cream and goes into the area representing the groundwater when Sprite is added. The 
students write the process in creating an edible aquifer, what they learn from the activity, 
and draw a picture of the aquifer. 
Autumn Mattin 
Therapeutic Writing 
The demonstration begins with an introduction to therapeutic writing and 
research. Copies of poems and poetry books are given to students for them to view. 
Using deodorant, construction paper, ribbon, and scrap pieces of wallpaper, students 
decorate and create their own poetry notebook, which includes their writings and poetry 






Get a Clue! Teaching Myste1-y Writing in Middle School 
The purpose of this demonstration is to inspire creative writing through mystery 
stories. The teacher creates a presentation introducing the geme of mystery writing. This 
can be done through lecture, handouts, video, and Microsoft PowerPoint. Next, the 
teacher divides the students into pairs and distributes paper bags to them filled with 
random objects. The teacher instructs the students that they will be creating a mystery 
story based on the "clues" in their bags. After students understand the purpose and have 
brainstormed and filled out graphic organizers for characters, setting, plot, and 
conclusion, they venture. to the computer lab to read a sample mystery story from 
Mysterynet.com. As soon as each pair has read the sample, they begin collaborative 
creative writing. As they write, they include each item from the bag and underline and 
bold the word when it appears (only once). When each pair is finished writing, they read 
the stories out loud and take the items out of the bag as they appear in the story. This 
lesson evokes critical thinking, deductive reasoning, and creativity. Students find this 
lesson fun, entertaining, and exciting. After this activity, students finally see that writing 
is fun! 
Katie McCombs 
Read Aloud Summaries 
The purpose of this demonstration is to encourage teachers to teach the writing of 
summaries through read alouds of picture books. It is also an effort to promote reading 
aloud to students to expose them to a variety of writing styles, structures, and gemes-as 
well as to hone listening skills. While listening, students are allowed to take notes on a 
graphic organizer. The notes are then used to assist the listeners in writing a three- to 
five- sentence paragraph summary. 
Pam Miller 
Connecting Reading and Writing 
This demonstration illustrates how reading and writing can be connected. Reading 
can promote ideas for writing. Listening, reading and writing are incorporated in the 
demonstration. First, the participants listen to a poem, "I Know Why the Caged Bird 
Sings," by Maya Angelou. Then, they read an excerpt from Angelou's autobiography. 
The pmiicipants discuss the reading, afterwards; they then write their own biographical 
sketch, including in it someone who influenced their lives. Finally, they create a cover, 
decorating it with bird feathers. 
Nona Rogers 
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Introducing the Holocaust: A Journey of Sight, Sound and Remembrance 
This workshop demonstration illustrates how technology-based images, sounds, and 
writing can motivate students during the writing process. The lesson includes three 
technology components, including a film clip, a music clip, and exposure to Web 
logging, also known as "blogging." In addition, the lesson allows participants to 
internalize and synthesize the horrible events of the Holocaust by reading biographies of 
Holocaust victims and responding to them, but also by responding to the images and 
music, which are used to heighten the emotional experience. A read-aloud component 
shows that resources can be used for lower-level or younger learners to prompt 
discussion about the Holocaust as well. At each phase of the lesson, pmiicipants explore 
how the Holocaust relates to not only history, but how it is relevant to the politics of 
today and social beliefs of today and how such events influence literature and writing. 
This workshop lesson is based on the Alabama Course of Study for English Language 
Arts standards and national writing standards. 
Kyle Shelton 
Teaching Vocabulary 
"Teaching Vocabulary" is a demonstration that shows how to teach vocabulary 
for retainment. Students learn new vocabulary words while implementing them. The key 
to teaching vocabulary is not to teach it in isolation. The demonstration illustrates how to 
make the student relate to the new vocabulary words. This will lead to retainment 
because they have now personalized the new words. This presentation of the vocabulary 
appeals to all learners; the visual learner benefits from the PowerPoint presentation of the 
new vocabulary. The auditory learner benefits from the pmiicipation of oral discussions 
and the questions and answers dispersed throughout the lesson. The kinesthetic learners 
also benefit from the constrnction of the family tree. The vocabulary is no longer foreign 
to each student, as constructing the family tree allows them to personalize each family 
member. The demo also provides other ways of teaching vocabulary. 
This demo also shows how to make and use foldables. The students enjoy the 
learning process, as it allows them to be creative. Students also learn how to connect the 
previously learned vocabulary with the verbs to construct sentences. The students then 
write an essay about their different family members. The higher-level Spanish students 






Historical Fiction Book Project: 
Making a Book Jacket 
This demonstration includes reading the historical fiction book, Pink and Say. 
After the book is read, students design a book jacket using a large sheet of construction 
paper, markers, writing paper, and a story outline previously provided to them. First, 
students decorate the front cover of their jackets with an interesting picture, book title, 
and author's name. After their front cover is complete, students write, on the left inside 
panel, the main character's name and adjectives that describe the character. On the right 
inside panel, the students write a personal review of the book including their favorite part 
of the story and their recommendation of the book for reading by others. Next, each 
student writes on the left and right inside covers of each jacket their name, date, and 
seven interesting words taken from the story along with the definitions of each word. 
Finally, each student writes a two-to three-paragraph summary on the back cover. The 
summary includes only factual information based on the characters, setting, problems, 





Personalizing the Writing Process: 
What Should We Teach Students About Composition? 
One of the hardest things I find in the classroom is coping with so many students 
of such varied ability levels. What is especially difficult for college English teachers is 
having students in the class who sometimes haven't been exposed to the types of writing 
they will have to do to succeed in college. I've taught high school in two different school 
systems in two different states. At both schools we did the standards - literature, 
grammar instruction, and vocabulary - but the writing requirements were quite different. 
At the first school, we also emphasized research papers. Depending on the grade level, 
students wrote research papers of varied lengths on different subjects. Little emphasis 
was placed on essay writing, however. At the other school, a generous number of essays 
were required at each grade level each semester, though this school required no research 
papers. 
Regardless of the requirements placed upon them, I've discovered that students 
often don't even truly know how to write; if they have been given instruction, it's usually 
in the "five paragraph essay" format, and the formula for these essays too often is 
Paragraph 1 : These are the three things I will write about. 
Paragraph 2, 3, and 4: Now I'm writing about each of these things. 
Paragraph 5: These are the three things I've just written about. 
As is obvious, this leads to rather dull, formulaic writing that really has no substance to it. 
It just meets the requirements of length and format set forth by the teacher. As a teacher, I 









So what is it that students coming into a college-level writing class really need to 
know? What do they need to know about composition? Every teacher has probably been 
in the position where he or she has had to "fill in the gaps" regarding writing instruction, 
making up for missing portions of a student's education and taking valuable time from 
his or her own course of study. 
During my years in the classroom, I have developed my own personal ideas or 
philosophies about learning and writing instruction. My personal ideas about learning are 
1) everyone can learn something, 
2) not everyone is interested in the same thing, and 
3) everyone learns differently. 
My philosophies about writing instruction are 
1) reading is the best way to learn how to write correctly (we model our writing on 
others), 
2) everyone has something to say if you let them, 
3) people need to be able to express themselves in the manner they are most 
comfortable with, and 
4) worrying about grammar, mechanics, etc., interferes with getting our message 
across. 
Here is some additional information about the teaching of composition. These 
findings are from a series of questions used as the basis for a conference paper entitled 
"Effective Composition Instruction: Washington State Community College Instructors 
Respond," by Scott Douglas Loucks in 1995. In his paper, Loucks sent a questionnaire to 
the top composition teachers ( as determined by their department heads) at all the 
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community colleges in Washington State. He asked about their backgrounds in 
composition instruction, what they believe constitutes an effective composition 
instructor, how they gear instruction towards students who excel or are at risk in 
freshmen composition classes, and what they believe are factors in the success of 
freshmen composition students. He found that the instructors themselves, on average, had 
experience in both college and high school classrooms, they personally "felt poorly 
prepared by their undergraduate and graduate studies to teach college composition" (1 ), 
and that an effective composition teacher needed "a superb knowledge base and a deep 
commitment to the importance of teaching writing" (1 ). 
Mr. Loucks also stated some interesting facts about his survey. He quoted one 
instructor who said, "I teach my students what I wish someone had taught me" (8). 
As far as characteristics of successful students, students who excelled were said to 
be "highly motivated/hard working" and to "read regularly" (13). They also were willing 
to rewrite their compositions and try new strategies. The best strategies for teaching these 
students were encouragement, peer editing groups, outside readings, and giving 
maximum freedom in writing assignments (14-15). It was noted, however, that most 
instructors do not have the time or ability to address those students in their classes who 
excel. 
At-risk students principally failed due to attendance problems, lack of motivation, 
and outside distractions. Individual conferences, tutors, praising effort, collaborative 
strategies such as peer groups, and involving students in the writing process were most 
successful in helping these students (18). 
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All students were helped by peer grouping, encouragement, personal interaction 
with individuals, and oppotiunities for rewriting (20). Regarding student success, Mr. 
Loucks noted that those things teachers felt were most critical for success - motivation, 
maturity, willingness to write/revise, and reading ability and experience - were also those 
that were outside of teacher control (23). The areas that teachers felt they could influence 
were providing a positive situation, bolstering student self-confidence, and helping to 
increase (somewhat) basic skills (24). The changes the teachers wanted to see in the 
classroom were more computers in the classroom (bear in mind this was 1995), more 
"interactive group learning," and better ways of evaluating student success (25). 
Since I've been teaching at the college level, I've been frustrated by the inability 
of a number of my students to perform or at least meet the requirements that basic 
freshman composition classes demand. I've noticed, however, that as I teach longer and 
as I teach different courses, I tend to find things that work with students or at least that 
give me ideas about what might work in different classrooms. I also have found that the 
more I interact with other teachers, either talking trading ideas or just comparing notes, 
the more I myself am stimulated to expand my repe1ioire of teaching techniques. 
It seems that teaching a class that I never took as an undergraduate education 
student, EH 408 - The Theory of Composition -- has given me more ideas than any other 
class. Oddly enough, the results didn't always bear fruit in that class; sometimes it was in 
other classes, such as freshman composition or even advanced composition that these 
techniques were successful. 
I begin teaching all my composition classes by trying to educate students about 
the writing process. To me, a student can't become a competent writer unless he or she 
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learns the rudiments of the writing process: prewriting, drafting, rewriting, and editing. 
Without an introduction and grounding in these areas, students will be unable to develop 
their own process, their own writing "style." Even though I am forced by the structure of 
the classes I teach to grade the "product," I stress the idea of"process" because I believe 
it gives students ownership in what they write. 
In an article for familyeducation.com entitled "Demystifying the Writing 
Process," Jonathan Mooney advocates teaching the idea of writing as a process to 
children as soon as possible. He sees embracing the writing process as a way of stressing 
the impmiance of what the writer is trying to say rather than how he or she is trying to 
say it. The old way of writing ("just sit down and do it") is not valid anymore, according 
to Mooney. He cites four principles which he believes parents/teachers should share with 
young people regarding writing: 
1) "Writing is an Emotionally Loaded Act" -According to Mooney, this means that 
young writers must understand that the act of writing is an "emotionally loaded 
act," one which is risky because people will often judge their intelligence based 
on their writing, especially the correct usage of mechanics, punctuation, etc. 
Students must understand that these "technical elements have nothing to do with 
intelligence." It's all just communication. 
2) "Kids are Taught to Dumb Down Writing" -The fear children have of being 
judged often causes them to not "write what is in their minds, but dumb-downed 
versions so they don't make mistakes." Mooney believes that this makes student 
writers lose their "voices," masking advanced verbal communication skills. 
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Making it safe for student writers to cornn1it errors is one of the things that the 
writing process does. 
3) "Writing is Difficult Because oflntelligence" - Complicated ideas and thoughts 
are often hard to express in writing, which is inherently limited. Some students 
have concepts in mind that are difficult to articulate on paper. 
4) "The Writing Process Has an Explicit Structure" - Mooney feels that acquainting 
students with the idea of the writing process is "the most important step towards 
empowering ... a good writer." Realizing that writing occurs in stages enables 
students to "break the writing process down into more manageable parts," making 
the overall task less daunting. 
Mooney feels that after students become aware of these principles, creating an 
individual writing process is easier, and I would agree, to an extent. I believe that there 
are definite stages to the writing process, but I would hesitate to stamp the word 
"explicit" on it. Explicit means exact, which to me means also unyielding or unbending. 
I advocate making students aware of the various steps of the writing process, but I 
would also say that besides emphasizing these stages or steps, we must also make them 
aware that each of us should find our own individual writing process. It may mean 
varying what happens within an individual step (teaching that there are various methods 
ofprewriting, for example). But it also might mean that there are different methods of 
composing all together, such as dictating a draft into a tape recorder or writing and 
revising on the computer simultaneously. We should also emphasize the idea that writing 
is meant to be read, and our best source of feedback is our peer group. Writing which is 




I truly feel that students can learn to express themselves if given the time, tools, 
and techniques necessary to understand the tasks they are being asked to accomplish. If 
we can equip students coming into our classroom with the realization that there are many 
means of expression at their disposal and that, like anything else in life, perseverance will 
yield success, then perhaps we can be hopeful that when we give an assignment, we will 
receive a personal response, written in an individual voice, without the fear of rejection. 
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The most beautiful thing about children is that blind appreciation they have for life, 
How they can inspire wonder in the adults that love them. 
They wear their hearts on their sleeves and, 
Even in times of sadness, 
They love. 
My child, 
My source of joy and hope, 
Who has been placed in my unsure hands 
By a Power greater than any I have ever imagined to exist, 
I will love you and protect you and show you how much I appreciate you. 
Heavenly Father, Who has given me this tiny life to shape and prepare for the future, 
With Your guidance and strength to provide me with inspiration, 
I will do my best to teach this little one what it means 
To walk the path oflove and 
To be a Child of God. 
My son Paul Andrew, 
Given by my Lord and Savior 
As a sign of His love and as a blessing in my life, 
I promise to always treasure and appreciate you, and as you grow, 
To teach you about our Heavenly Father, who loves and cherishes you even more than I. 




It started as a beautiful September day. My husband and I went for a bike ride. 
The weather was perfect - not too hot and not too cold. With a pleasant breeze to keep us 
cool and the sunshine sprinkling through the trees, we biked all the way past Ge,mania 
Springs to the tmile pond. As the trail got closer to home, there were more stop signs. 
That's when it happened. We were coming to a stop in Jacksonville. Hitting some gravel, 
my front tire suddenly spun around. I remember thinking that I was going to fall, but my 
body could not out-maneuver gravity. The next thing I knew, my bike was on top ofme, 
and the excruciating pain in my arm screamed that something was wrong. 
Holding my arm and feeling nauseated, I cried out, "My arm! I think it's broken! 
Call for help!" Amazingly, a doctor happened to be parked across the street and saw the 
spill happen. While he crossed the street, my husband moved me to the grass beside the 
trail. The doctor arrived and checked me. He confirmed that my arm was broken and 
called for an ambulance. Thankfully, it arrived quickly. I was hurting terribly, but the 
ambulance guys took great care of me, along with a little help from their morphine. 
The following weeks and months were filled with x-rays, elbow surgery, more x-
rays, too much medicine, garbage bag baths, and lots and lots of scary and painful 
physical therapy. And I cannot forget the big, metal, torturous dynasplints. There are 
three for the elbow joint; I was "lucky" enough to try all of them during my recovery, and 
all are impossible to sleep in. My husband said they have the loudest Velcro ever 
invented, which he heard night after night as I adjusted and readjusted, trying to grasp 








The first few weeks after surgery, I felt incredibly drowsy and constantly 
nauseated. That was followed by weeks of grouchiness from my Jack of sleep and tears 
from my Jack of independence. Even the simplest things became a chore. One weekend, 
my husband treated me to a conceit by the Alabama Symphony. I would have to meet 
him at work, and then we would ride together. Even though my cast had recently been 
removed, I still could not straighten my right arm and had to do everything with my left 
hand. Because of this, I could not pull shirts or sweaters over my head; so I chose a very 
pretty and sparkly blouse for the occasion. What I did not consider were the tiny little 
hooks that fastened the shirt closed. There must have been fifty of them. I had learned to 
do buttons one handed, but I had not done hooks before. I couldn't wait and let my 
husband help me-that would mean driving to JSU with my shirt open. Finally, I figured 
out that I could lean against the hallway wall, anchoring one side of the blouse, while I 
patiently managed to get all those little hooks together. I did not wear that blouse again 
for a while. 
It is hard to believe this happened. A perfect morning turned out to be just the 
opposite-one of the worst days of my life. A three-second accident cost me four months 
of my life. Throughout my recovery, I often wondered what life would be like if it had 
not happened; however, I also thought, "What if I had broken my leg or hit my head?" 
This made me glad it wasn't worse, even ifl did need so much help with everything for 
months. My accident also made me thankful for the wonderful people in my life who 













Portfolios as a Record of Students' Growth 
My school has recently decided to begin using portfolios to track our students' 
progress in writing. In the future, we plan to put more emphasis on writing to strengthen 
our curriculum. However, we will not use the portfolios for formal assessment; we will 
use them as a means of ongoing informal assessment. When our students become seniors, 
they will have a record of their progress and achievement, as well as a collection of 
writing pieces, particularly from high school, which could help them with college 
scholarship applications. I have been excited about the idea since I love to teach writing 
and have wanted other teachers to get excited, also. 
I have used small classroom portfolios, much like Patricia McGonegal describes 
in her article "The Small-'P' Portfolio Classroom." We call it our "Writer's Notebook." It 
has been useful to have a place for my students to keep all their brainstotming and 
writing. We use it throughout the year, and to my surprise, my students show a great deal 
of ownership. I was surprised at the end of the year when I returned the portfolios. I 
encouraged the students to keep all their writing-I was afraid that with the end-of-
school-excitement, many would just throw it away. Most, if not all, thought it was 
ridiculous that I even thought this-of course, they wouldn't throw it away! 
One thing I have struggled with is relinquishing the published copies of my 
students' work. Because it is their work, I feel they should keep it, and most want to take 
their writing home and share it with their families. However, they have put so much work 
into writing and publishing that I do not want the work to get lost once it gets home. I 
have contemplated passing the pieces on to their next teacher, but wondered if a fellow 
















implementation of a school-wide portfolio system, this problem will, I hope, be solved. 
Students will have their own portfolio-retaining the ownership which is so important to 
them-and teachers will have a way to pass on their students' work without feeling they 
are creating a burden for other teachers. 
Geof Hewitt reflects on the varied purposes of using portfolios in A Portfolio 
Primer. My school's decision to use the portfolios to help students gain college 
scholarships is in line with one of the purposes he describes: using portfolios "to seek 
employment or entrance to college" (73 ). Another purpose he discusses is using 
portfolios "for faculty review" of a specific student whom teachers may be trying to help 
(73). I also like the "side effect" he describes for portfolios: " ... teacher edification is a 
side effect of, not a declared purpose for, keeping portfolios. Glancing through a 
student's portfolio, a teacher quickly knows what has worked for the student and can 
focus instruction appropriately. Portfolios that are passed on, year after year, provide an 
excellent way for a teacher to come to know each incoming student" (73). 
Using portfolios is a move in the right direction for my school. As Mary Ann 
Smith describes in the introduction to The Whole Story: Teachers Talk About Portfolios, 
there are many advantages to keeping student portfolios. As I have witnessed in my own 
classroom, the collection of writing becomes a source of pride. It allows students to see 
their growth and movement through time-almost like a scrapbook of their educational 
experience. Though my school does not plan to use the portfolios for formal assessment, 
they can certainly be used to evaluate students' academic growth in a way that is closer to 
real life than standardized tests. Also, if we find a student struggling, it will give us much 


















portfolios as a learning tool by having students choose some of the items to be placed in 
the portfolio. This causes students to evaluate their own writing. Coupled with a letter 
explaining why they chose the piece, the process can get students reflecting about their 
writing. 
Having students reflect on their writing is not something our school has discussed, 
but it would be a great addition to our plan. Students could periodically look through their 
portfolios, perhaps during each grading period. I think for most students this would be an 
encouragement, as they could review their growth and see how they are learning and 
maturing. I would also urge our teachers to view the portfolios as a way of getting to 
know students each year. Yes, standardized tests can tell us something about a student's 
progress, achievement, and intelligence, but writing reveals more about a student's 
feelings, creativity, and ability to organize and express thoughts. Writing, especially a 
collection of pieces over a long period of time, reveals much about who each student 
really is. 
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I I . ! 
the treasure 
bequeath to me this treasure, 
desire for which is born by each beating hea1t; 
elusive, this treasure is 
ever within my reach, escaping even as I near; 
asking always for this prize 
afforded to all others, but only almost to me; 
unreachable, until I understood 
it is not clutched, only ushered in by giving up; 
to me the treasure was bestowed 
not by toiling, but trusting a touch more vittuous; 
years and yesterdays spent 











"No pessimist ever discovered the secrets of the 
stars, or sailed to an uncharted land, or opened a 














A Mother's Love 
No matter what you do, 
No matter what you say, 
I will always love you, 
Every single day! 
I can still remember, 
When he said, "Congratulations!" 
It was only yesterday, 
I was thrilled with jubilation. 
The years have come and gone, 
With good times, bad times, 
As well as 
Happy times, sad times. 
No matter what you do, 
No matter what you say, 
I will always love you, 






















A Defining Moment 
An enchanting fulfi llment and a heart-wrenching event that occurred in my 
classroom last year proved to me that teaching is where I need to be. Quiet as a mouse, 
Chioma, a young Nigerian girl, had only been in this country a few years. Although she 
was very smart, her reading rate was not what it should be for a fourth grader. She was a 
good reader, but slow, barely reading sixty words per minute. I worked with her daily in 
a small group setting, but I just couldn' t increase her reading rate. When partner reading, 
she always chose someone who read at the same pace as she, but I knew with a little 
confidence and a small push from me she would be able to increase her rate. I just had to 
figure out a way to get her there. 
One day, I challenged her to read with a more fluent reader. With words of 
encouragement and a great big smile, I reinforced that she was a good reader and I knew 
she could keep up with her new partner if she wanted to. Eyes watering, mouth 
quivering, Chioma slowly sat down. She gazed back at me pleadingly to see if I would 
change my mind, but she got no sympathy from me (except in my heart). 
Mind racing, palms sweating, heart pounding, Chioma began reading with her 
new partner while I held my breath until all returned to our small group. Bursting with 
pride and smiling from ear to ear, Chioma, a very different young girl than the one who 
left my table a few minutes earlier, scurried back to inform me she was able to keep up 
with her partner. She further explained that when it was her turn to read, her partner was 
not yawning and falling asleep. Her partner began bragging aloud to the class, and 
suddenly it was as if Chioma had climbed out of her shell to join the other fourth graders. 





clapping and cheering to fi.niher embrace her new-found confidence. From that moment 
on, she continued to improve her reading rate. By the end of the school year, although 
Chioma did not benchmark, her reading improved from barely 60 words per minute to 
almost 120 words per minute, and she left fourth grade a more confident and happy 



















My First Poem 
The adventure's on 
I'm well on my way 
It's the JSU Writing Project 
And it's here to stay. 
Here are my reflections 
On the first week of class 
I've written my first poem 
I hope it helps me pass! 
The first day was great 
We found our way around 
The second day was awesome 
No one made a sound. 
The third day was well on its way 
I was very busy typing and thinking 
Oh, my gosh, I looked at the time 
I've worked through lunch-had I been drinking? 
Eating yummy snacks and being entertained 
The fourth day was off with a bang 
Sabrina recited questions from yesterday 
And Kyle gave us a wild ride with the Star Trek gang. 
Tomorrow is Friday 
Our fifth day 
There's still a lot to do 
But I'm here to stay. 
I wanted to write a poem 
I didn't know what to write 
So I asked God to help me 
















On My Honor 
By 
Marion Dane Bauer 
Read Aloud 
Fancher 33 
The end of the school year was nearing. SA Ts and ARMT testing was well on its 
way. After testing each morning, students enjoyed a welcome break with board games 
and outside activities, but a teacher can only take so much of this unstructured routine. 
Even the students were getting restless with so much free time in the afternoons, and I 
felt as though I was wasting valuable teaching time. 
Read alouds are very beneficial in the classroom. Building listening skills, 
creating a better understanding of the content, expanding vocabulary, and being 
introduced to new and exciting adventures are only a few of the benefits students receive 
from read alouds. 
I remembered a wonderful book that I felt would be a great read aloud for my 
students. It teaches a lesson about honor and is a heart-felt story of two young boys, 
whose friendship is cut short by swimming in a forbidden river, resulting in one of them 
drowning. The survivor must go home and face his parents, as well as his friend's 
parents, and explain the horrific situation to them. 
Rather than spend more time playing games, I took thirty minutes each afternoon 
and read one chapter. After I read each chapter, students wrote a summary using a 
strategy I introduced, which allowed students to write a word or sentence after the words, 
"somebody, wanted, but, so," from the events in the chapter. Below is a model of a 















Joel to bike to Starved Rock to climb the bluffs. 
Joel was scared to go because someone died there and he knew his 
father would never give him permission to go. 
When Joel's father gave him permission to go - on his honor that 
he would go to the park and nowhere else - Joel had no choice but 
to bike with Tony to Starved Rock and climb the bluffs. 
After students wrote their summaries, I instructed them to illustrate a scene from 
the chapter. Cliff-hanging chapters and tearing eyes had students begging me to 
continue reading when I closed the book and announced, "Now, write your summary and 
illustrate it." 
Once I had finished reading the book, students were given time to finish all 
summaries and illustrations. Finally, students chose their favorite color of construction 
paper and designed a cover for their book. When all was completed, the summaries and 
illustrations were compiled in their own book and shared among classmates and family 
members. 
I know this was successful in my classroom because students could hardly wait 
for the next chapter to be read and they were excited about writing their summaries and 
drawing their illustrations. Using the, "somebody, wanted, but, so," strategy made their 
summaries less difficult to write, and few students had problems completing them. I was 
also pleasantly surprised when many of my students, especially boys, checked out the 
book from our library and read it on their own. This experience has definitely motivated 




Higher Order Thinking in a Simple Art Appreciation Lesson 
Many people would like to enhance their appreciation of visual art. This is 
easy to do by following a few methodical steps taught in beginning att appreciation 
classes. In this lesson, an artwork is discussed following a natural thought progression 
that is guided by these steps. Then, students are given a fmther analytical tool by 
becoming familiar with two principles of design. After participating in a craft activity 
that helps reinforce these principles, they apply them to a series of artworks. The 
whole lesson is pulled together with a writing assignment that asks them to describe, 
analyze, and interpret an artwork. 
Introduction 
The lesson is introduced with a discussion of the drainatic portrait by Jan 
Vermeer called A Girl with a Pearl Earring. Students are asked to first describe what 
they see in a few sentences, which they write on a teacher-provided handout that has 
the directions in written form. After a time of sharing, students then write a few 
sentences interpreting the expression on the girl's face and the overall mood of the 
painting-- and perhaps offer conjecture on what her life is like and what she might be 
thinking. After a minute or so of writing, students share their opinions; it is usually 
clear that interpretations vary. In the discussion, the teacher asks them to support their 
opinions with evidence from the painting. 
With interest thus whetted, students are then shown how the design principles 
of "movement" and "emphasis" are evident in the painting and help explain its 



















introductory activity is then explained as a slight modification of the steps of 
description, analysis, and interpretation that beginning art appreciation students are 
taught as a way of becoming more skilled art viewers. 
Lesson 
The main body of the lesson consists of explaining movement and emphasis, 
which are two of about seven or eight commonly accepted principles of artistic 
design. Students follow the explanation on a handout and make simple explanatory 
sketches on it, which the teacher demonstrates on the board. Next, students view 
portions of a video explaining emphasis and movement and showing the speaker 
making collages that illustrate those two principles. This leads to the main activity of 
the lesson, which is the making of two construction paper collages that exhibit these 
principles. 
The making of the collages takes about half an hour and is fun for the 
students. They are simple enough for all students to complete successfully, while 
offering the opportunity for a level of creativity that is often remarkable. If displayed 
on the walls, the collages enliven classroom with splashes of color. 
Armed with this knowledge of emphasis and visual movement, the class next 
views a series of paintings (projected on a screen), looking for emphasis and visual 
movement. This is an oral and visual activity and moves fairly quickly. 
The lesson concludes with students viewing one last picture on the screen and 





















painting. In our lesson, we used another portrait of a young girl: Berthe Morisot' s La 
Lecture. 
Conclusion 
For an art appreciation teacher, this lesson teaches content in a way that 
appeals to visual, kinesthetic, and verbal learners. Writing is used to help students 
brainstorm their ideas (responding to the picture) and then clarify their thoughts 
(giving evidence for opinions) and pull together new concepts (explaining the 
presence of emphasis and movement in an artwork). 
For a writing teacher, using art as a prompt is often appealing to students. The 
step-by-step approach helps students find something to say and put it in logical order. 
The steps lead smoothly from observation to analysis to interpretation, raising the 
level of thinking along the way. Students are proud of the orderly, insightful, and 





















Down a wooded path I walked 
With a girl of nine; 
Her shining hair and the swing of her toe 
Made her a relation of mine. 
A memorable sight of woodland beast 
I wanted her to see: 
A turtle, a snake, or a circling hawk- -
To remember this day with me. 
Instead we saw a woolly-bear 
Rippling along the ground; 
We kicked some rocks, named some flowers 
Heard the creek's chorus sound. 
And then we saw a blooming tree 
With flowers of pink and white 
That rode upon the crescent limbs 
Like little bursts of light. 
And in among the cloudy shape 
Of a gently tossing bloom 
A brown and orange butterfly 
Living his day in June. 
And thus a happy time we had, 
I and my young niece, too, 
Laughing in the gentle breeze 




















The Stream of Mercy 
I will li ft mine eyes unto the hills, 
from whence cometh my help. - Psalm 12 1 
From a star above the hills 
Stream rays now silver, now crimson, 
That striking the earth tum liquid 
Spotting the gray dust and carrying it 
On rivulets that meet in pools 
That rise in stony craters and wait--
Wait for a split, a crack, a shudder 
To search and fill , to soothe and soften, 









I Saw Daddy Come from Heaven 
I saw Daddy come from heaven in a dream, 
With his deep voice whispering my name, 
And then, he softly stroked my head, 
Telling me to be brave. 
He told me that he knew no pain 
And sat with God every day; 
He comforted me and told me to stay strong, 
And to help my mother find her way. 
He said, "I miss you, daughter, 
But I know you'll be all right." 
And my burden of grief was lifted, 
When he came to me that night. 
My daddy's death, less painful now, 
My peace is more complete, 
Because I know he's there at last, 
Sitting at Jesus' feet. 
My loneliness is lighter now, 
My sorrow not as deep, 
Since Daddy came down from heaven 
As I lay there fast asleep. 
I saw Daddy come from heaven in a dream, 
And his deep voice whispered my name; 
He helped me wash my grief away, 
But I miss him still today. 





Roaming the midnight sky, 
Neon stars 
Blinking on and off 
Beckon me 
To the Elvis-velvet lawn, 
Tempting me 
To inhale the scent 
Of moisture 
And to taste 
The aromas 
Of a summer evening-
Creamy honeysuckle 
Dangling from a deep green vine, 
Wet dewdrops 






The Many Hats a Teacher Wears 
Hats, you may have noticed, are back in fashion, after taking a hiatus during 
the 1970s and 1980s. Even in the last decade of the twentieth century, hats were not 
worn the way they were in the '40s, '50s, and '60s. The featured chapeaus of Hedy 
Lamarr and Rita Hayworth were not emulated by stars like Olivia Newton-John and 
Julia Roberts, and the top hat of Fred Astaire and the fedora of Bing Crosby never 
adorned the head of John Travolta or Richard Gere. Today, though, hats are back, and 
we even have the Red Hat Society (a women's group) to prove it. For men, the 
baseball cap is the primary hat, but often, one sees berets, fedoras, Panamas, and 
other hats. Fashion, like everything else, seems cyclical-"what goes around comes 
around," as the saying goes. For a certain group of people-teachers-though, hats 
have not gone, and will not go, out of fashion. The reason is that the hats teachers 
wear are symbolic, not physical, and these hats are myriad in number. 
One of the first hats a teacher must wear is the "cap" of knowledge. Teachers 
are expected to be well educated, not only in their own discipline but in finance, 
marketing and management, psychology, and technology, to name a few. Most 
teachers have made budgetary decisions affecting their classrooms and themselves. 
Good teachers usually expend money out of their own pockets for supplies that their 
school systems cannot provide to make their teaching more effective. These same 
teachers become expert fundraisers when classroom welfare is the end result. As 
marketing/management experts, these same teachers must not only "sell" themselves 
to parents, administrators, board members, students, and the community, but they 
must sell their methods, their effectiveness, their philosophy of the classroom, and 
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much more. Those who cannot sell themselves usually don't achieve tenure, and if 
they do, they become the teachers parents don't want their children to have. 
All teachers must wear the beret of the psychologist: in these days of 
differentiated instruction, culturally diverse classrooms, political correctness, "No 
Child Left Behind," and A YP, teachers must be able to see into the mind of each 
student who sits in a desk in their classroom and figure out what makes that child 
learn best and how to extract that learning from the child, even if to do so means 
fighting the child all the way. 
Gone are the days of the blackboard and chalk; although these ancient 
teachers' tools still linger in some classrooms, most teachers must wear the wizard's 
cap of technology, dealing with such innovations as the Internet, Distance Learning, 
Smart Boards, Box Lights, text messaging, I-Pods, DVDs, Blu-Ray, and so much 
more. The technology moves much faster than the teacher's ability to assimilate it, so 
teachers are always behind the learning curve in this area. Yet this cap of technology 
is one most teachers must don at one time or another. 
Another hat that teachers must wear, if they are going to remain in the 
classroom, is the police officer's hat. Successful classrooms must be places where 
discipline is in place and places where law and order are the norm. Often, achieving 
discipline and order requires teachers to "handle" those who break the law, meting 
out whatever punishment today's "our-hands-are-tied" laws allow. Discipline can be 
a thankless task, if parents (or administrators) believe children are perfect or should 
not suffer repercussions, even if they are absolutely terrible. Too often, fear of 
lawsuits, oflosing their position, or of being ostracized by their peers leaves teachers 
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heading for the easy road of ignoring the problems rather than dealing with them. 
These teachers "retire from the force" rather than find ways to solve the problems. 
Not only do teachers wear the police officer's hat in handling classroom discipline, 
but in classrooms today, they are expected to police child abuse, tendencies toward 
violence, drug use, and much, much more. The police officer's hat may be the hardest 
one teachers wear in the 21st century. 
Another hat students, in particular, expect their teachers to wear today is the 
clown's oversized funny cap. Just like Jo.Jo, the clown beloved by children who 
watch Disney Playhouse, teachers today must sing, dance, draw, do acrobatics 
(symbolically, anyway), or whatever it takes to make learning "fun." Children of 
today are used to being ente1tained; from the time they come into the world, they 
interact with Baby Einstein DVDs, listen to music as they swing in their baby swings, 
and watch DVDs as they ride down the road in their parents' cars. They expect, even 
demand, that they be entertained in school. Thus, today's teachers spend a lot of time 
finding ways to present the skills students need to learn in such a manner that learning 
seems to be more like playing a game than anything else. Teachers who cannot make 
the students laugh their way through learning usually get the reputation of being "old-
fashioned," "hard," or, unthinkably, "BORING." 
Teachers, indeed, wear many different hats, of which these are just a few. 
Good teachers, though, don't let all this hat-changing bother them. They realize that 
molding young lives through ensuring that the young people in their classrooms excel 






And So It Is ... 
I am from a family of garden growers, guitar pickers, and blue-collar workers. 
Growing up in a small southern town, no one on either side of my family had ever 
stepped foot in a college. They sported no college degrees; only a few high school 
diplomas existed among my parents, uncles, and aunts and maybe some certificates 
for completing a class or two at the local trade school. Those credentials were tucked 
safely away in the moms' and wives' hope chests, never displayed for public 
broadcast. I don't ever remember any talk or questions concerning my goals and 
ambitions after high school. 
However, I vaguely remember an interest in attending secretarial school, and that 
notion was my own. At some point during my senior year, I called the local business 
college and made an appointment with one of its recruiters to find out more about 
their program. They sent a well-dressed, attractive, and professional looking young 
lady in high heels and a tailored business suit to visit me one evening in my home. 
Showering me with pamphlets and brochures, the recruiter pitched her sale in our 
living room. My parents stayed in the kitchen. I don't know why. 
One day shortly before graduation in May of 1980, during the year of shoulder 
pads, MTV, and Flashdance, my guidance counselor summoned me to her office. It 
was the first time she had ever spoken to me the entire five years that I attended our 
city's high school. Sitting at her desk, she never even looked up when I entered her 
office. With a bird's nest hair bun tightly secured on the top of her head (a leftover 





"Lisa, what do you plan to do when you graduate?" she inquired. Looking up and 
staring at me over the top of her black-rimmed eye glasses, she went on, "Your 
grades are great, but I don't see any indication here of college applications or 
scholarship requests. Do you know that you will graduate in the top ten in your 
class?" I thought, "What are you talking about? Me? Top ten out of two hundred 
fifty students? Scholarships? No way." 
Nervously but with confidence, I explained that I had a full-time job working in an 
accounting department at a local manufacturing plant and that I had held this job 
during my entire senior year, going to school half-days and working from one to five 
o'clock every day, Monday through Friday. You should know this. It should be there 
in my records. I then added that the company had offered me a full-time job 
immediately after graduation, and that's what I planned to do--work. I am so ready 
to get out of this school. May I go now? I opted not to tell her about my upcoming 
wedding plans. 
Oblivious to what I said, she simply stared at me and said in a cold but 
professional tone, "You should go to college. Think about it." 
And that was that. 
So, in May of 1980 at the age of seventeen, with my high school diploma secured, 
I did what my mama thought I should do: I went to work, married my high school 
sweetheart ( who was and still is my best friend) four months after graduation, and 
three years later, gave birth to our one and only daughter. 
And so it was. 
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Hands clapping, baby laughing, Tara loved for me to read Maurice Sendak's 
Where the Wild Things Are. Night after night, over and over, word after word, I read 
this book, a favorite children's classic, to her delight. By the time she was five years 
old, we had read tons of children's literature together. I had always been a reader. As 
a young girl, I would spend cold° winter weekends curled up with a historical fiction 
novel and read myself into a faraway land and time. 
And here I was. I loved my life, loved my family, and loved our book-reading 
times together. As blessed as I was, something was missing. I felt empty, a mundane 
existence with a lack of challenge and purpose. This isn't right. I have a good life~ 
afabulous husband, a healthy daughter who has just started kindergarten, a good 
job. What's wrong with me? 
During this time, my husband had been working full time and taking night courses 
at the local university. He was nearing the end of obtaining his bachelor's degree in 
business technology. Early in our marriage, he made the decision to take advantage 
of his company's education plan for employees and earn his degree. Slowly and 
unexpectedly, I found myself thinking about college. Hadn't someone once said to 
me, "You should go to college. Just think about it"? 
"Why don't you take a couple of courses and see what you think," my husband 
sprang on me one day when I was feeling less than whole. "Just try one. Start with 
English 101." What? Me? College? Whatkindofmajorshouldlpursue? !don't 




With his encouragement and suppo1t, I held my breath and took a big step. Heait 
racing, nerves jumping, I entered college at the age of twenty-eight with an unspoken 
dream to become a teacher because I am a lover of books. One class turned into two 
classes, then another semester, and another, and soon I earned my undergraduate 
degree in elementary education. I secured a job as a sixth grade teacher in the same 
school system that I was in such a hurry to leave so many years ago. Subsequently, I 
pursued my master's degree, and years later, I even earned a second master's as a 
reading specialist. Somewhere along the way, I earned my National Board Teacher's 
Certification, the highest teaching credential recognized in the nation. 
After many wrinkles, gray hairs, transcripts, and even our own daughter's 
graduation from college, in May of 2008, I finished my Educational Specialist degree 
in Educational Leadership and Administration. And that is it. I'm finished. No more 
classes ... no more degrees. But my husband says, "Yeah, I've heard that before." 
I have often wondered if I have earned these credentials to please my family or to 
fulfill some unquenchable need to know more, reach higher, push further. I don't 
know. I think this is who I am, who I have become. This is me. I ain a teacher. 
And so it is. 
I Soaked Off My Fingernails This Weekend 
I soaked off my fingernails this weekend. 
The fake ones, that is. 
I'm too high-maintenance 
I've decided. 
No longer do I have time 
To sit still for an hour, 
While Mr. Lee drills away old acrylic, 
buffs, and applies another layer of false beauty 
with white tips. 
I do not have time 
To devote to such frivolous things 
Like fingernails. 
Other pressing matters demand my attention. 
Gray hair must be colored 
and highlighted. 
Legs demand to be shaved. 
Frequent facials along with an occasional injection of 
Botox are necessary. 
The latest anti-aging creams, eye creams, and exfoliants 
must be purchased 
and used systematically. 
Mandatory pedicures remedy 
cracked heels and calluses. 
So, with a bottle of acetone 
And a new bag of cotton balls, 
I poured the colorless liquid 
Into a crystal glass salad bowl 
And soaked my fingertips 
And soaked 
And soaked 
And rubbed like crazy 
Using half my cotton balls 
Until my French manicured nails 
Finally turned into my own. 












Amazing Edible Aquifers 
In the science classroom, there are several opportunities in which the teacher can 
incorporate writing. With the use of science notebooks, hands-on experiments, and 
responses to the various labs, writing has a natural role in the life of the average science 
student. With the teacher demonstration I completed for the Jacksonville State 
University Writing Project fellows, I showed how I use writing in the middle school 
science classroom. The demonstration explained the topics of groundwater and aquifers. 
Next, the class completed an activity based on the information acquired and then 
answered a writing prompt. To better understand the process for this activity, I would 
like to explain the demonstration as a whole and then discuss the writing prompt 
answered by the students. 
Prior to covering the topic of aquifers, I created small lab baggies for each of the 
students. Each baggie contained white chocolate chips, sprinkles, and coconut. The 
students were also given a clear cup, a straw, and a can of Sprite. These items were given 
out ahead of time, so the students would not have down time in between the discussion of 
aquifers and the activity. 
First, I began by showing two words on the LCD projector. The two words 
provided were "groundwater" and "aquifer." Using a KWL chart, I began to record what 
the students knew about the topics of groundwater and aquifers in the "K" section. The 
answers ranged from water on top of the ground to water that is in the ground. Next, I 
asked the students what they wanted to learn from this unit; these answers were recorded 
in the "L" section. A few of the questions were Why are we using sprinkles? What is an 
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aquifer? Do we use the same bath water as Thomas Jefferson? I then told the students 
we would try to answer these questions during that day's unit, but a few might have to be 
answered at a later time. 
The students then read along on the PowerPoint presentation that demonstrated 
that groundwater is indeed water that is located in the ground. I then provided a few fun 
facts about groundwater, such as Baldwin County is 100 percent dependent on 
groundwater for its public supply. Also, the students were told that an aquifer is "natural 
underground area where large quantities of ground water fill the spaces between rocks 
and sediment" (Idaho Depaitment of Environmental Quality). I also mentioned that the 
Floridan Aquifer is the largest in the Southeast, and it covers all of Florida, parts of 
Georgia, Alabama, and South Carolina. 
After an extensive review of groundwater and aquifers with the use of a 
PowerPoint and overheads, the students were ready to create their own aquifers. I first 
went over a set of rules for the activity ranging from "listen carefully" to "do not eat your 
materials without permission." The students were then ready to begin the hands-on 
activity. Next, I explained that the first level of the aquifer contained soil. Soil was 
represented with sprinkles, and the students placed a layer of sprinkles on the bottom of 
the clear cup. I put emphasis on this fact and the others by using an overhead showing 
not only the layers of an actual aquifer, but the layers of an edible aquifer as well. 
Afterwards, I told the students that the water moves through a layer of rock within the 
aquifer. The students were then instructed to place a layer of white chocolate chips in the 
cup to represent rocks. Since within the rocks there is water, the students were told to 
pour enough Sprite into the cup to cover the "rocks." On top of the chocolate chips, 
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coconut was then added to represent sand in an aquifer. I quickly reviewed with the 
students that this layer of the aquifer is called the saturated zone because it is saturated 
with water. After that, I provided each student with ice cream. They were told this 
represented clay, which is the confining layer. I then instructed the students to put the ice 
cream in the cup, being careful to completely cover the previous items to seal them well. 
Later, the students were told that there is actually another layer of sand and soil. The 
coconut was added to show the last layer of sand, and sprinkles were placed on top of the 
aquifer to represent topsoil. This layer, I explained, was called the unsaturated zone 
because it was not filled with water. I then told the students a story about a man who was 
changing the oil in his car. Instead of disposing ofit properly, the man poured the nasty 
oil on the ground. I then went around the room and placed food coloring on their 
creation. Unfmtunately, I told them, it began to rain. I showed the students how to pour 
Sprite on top of their edible aquifer. I asked the students what they noticed about the 
aquifer. They saw that the food coloring seeped through the ice cream and went into the 
bottom layer of Sprite, their "groundwater." 
Next, I reviewed what each item represented and the various layers by using the 
PowerPoint presentation. The students were told that to remove water from the ground, a 
pump would be needed. Each student was then allowed to "pump" his or her aquifer by 
using the straws provided. 
Later, the students were instructed to answer a writing prompt. I passed out 
pieces of paper with bubbles around the edges for each student to write on. The students 
were told that these papers they created would go into their science notebooks. For the 
writing prompt, the students were told to create two paragraphs. The first paragraph 
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would be an expository writing used to explain the process of creating an edible aquifer 
to a friend. In addition, the students were instructed to describe what was learned from 
the activity. When they were finished with their writing, the students were allowed to 
draw a picture to go along with the paper. 
Finally, the students were reminded of the KWL chatt. I reviewed what they 
knew, wanted to learn, and if they answered any of their questions. As a class, we 
discussed what we learned from this activity. The answers were then recorded in the "L" 
section of the chart. 
The students were able to write about their experience and draw a diagram in the 
science classroom. This may not be a place individuals would typically think of using 
writing. I believe, however, that writing is a wonderful way for students to remember 
information and quickly assess information they have learned. 
Works Cited 
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I Wish I Were Outside Today 
I wish I were outside today 
Feeling a soft breeze blowing across my skin 
And the warm sun glinting off my face, 
I wish I were outside today 
Hearing young birds chirping happily 
And squin-els scmnpering across willowy branches, 
I wish I were outside today 
Smelling the fresh cut grass of summer 
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And delicious food being grilled merely doors away. 
I wish I were outside today 
Seeing eager children galloping to an inviting pool 
And cats stretching lazily in the bright blazing sun. 
I wish I were outside today 
Tasting a cool dripping popsicle while sitting in the toasty yard 
And sweet fragrant honeysuckle hanging on the vine. 
I wish I were outside today. 
It seems so much more inviting 




The Light Bulb Moment 
As a teacher, I live for the moments when a student really grasps material and 
learns something new. Those occasions, when the "light bulb" comes on and a 
concept that seemed so difficult becomes less of a hurdle, are so very special. I was 
blessed with the opp01tunity to experience this very thing just after I graduated from 
college. 
The summer after graduating from college, I was selected to teach 
kindergarten for a summer day camp. The camp was designed to help low income 
students who were at risk academically. Over the next few months, I taught and 
reviewed skills that helped students who were going into the first grade in the fall. I 
reviewed colors, shapes, letters, spelling, and other topics. I absolutely loved this 
group, and it was interesting to hear all the wonderful stories they told. 
After the first couple of days, a new student came to our kindergarten class. 
His name was David, and he was a year younger than the other students. This was 
especially difficult because he was physically more immature than the others, and he 
did not have background knowledge of school. I took David under my wing, and 
together we were going to set out on this course called "summer school." Even 
though David did not know many of the academic topics we discussed, I was 
determined not to let this student fall through the cracks. By the end of the three 
months I taught David, I was resolved to see him succeed. 
One of the many assessments I gave the students was recognizing letters. 
Since the other students had anived at summer school on the very first day; they had 







the lunchroom and sat down at the cold table. David looked so tiny sitting on the 
round orange seat. I quickly learned that David did not know the alphabet. Voice 
shaking, eyes tearing, the boy looked into my eyes. When presented with the letters 
of the alphabet, David did not understand that they were not merely shapes, but each 
one had a name and made a sound. He certainly did not know these could be 
combined to make words. "He will know his alphabet," I told myself, and I was the 
person who was going to help him accomplish this goal. 
Throughout the summer, I would review a letter, go over the sound it made, 
and give a word in which it could be used. Listening carefully during the course of 
the summer, David began to comprehend the concept of the alphabet. A light bulb 
moment occurred when David finally realized that one "shape" was named the letter 
"A" and that he knew what sound it made. Now, the once timid, frightened child was 
no longer insecure. David eagerly worked to learn more about these amazing new 
ideas. By the end of the summer, David, the boy who did not know about letters, 
could recognize ninety percent of the alphabet. On the day of the final assessment, he 
grinned with pride at his ability to recall his letters with confidence. He was 
eventually able to create simple words like "cat" and "dog." 
Beaming, trembling, and remembering the summer, I felt incredible pride and 
joy. The journey was long, but the reward was great. That was a defining moment in 
my career as a teacher. I was able to see progress in a student, and I watched him 
grow with excitement. Witnessing David's light bulb moment proved I had chosen 
















"And pluck till time and times are done, The silver 
apples of the moon, The golden apples of the sun." 




A Lady I Admire 
She is a lady of strong character and conviction with a faith that never wavers. 
She is not waiting until she arrives at heaven's gate to receive her assignment to begin 
her ministry as an angel of the Lord. This lady is a giver and caretaker. She has the 
gift of finding joy and leaving it behind her everywhere she goes. God has given her a 
compassionate heart and perceptive sensitivity to the feelings and needs of others. 
In this busy age of meetings, schedules, appointments and deadlines, her top 
priority is the well-being of the heart and soul of everyone around her. She always has 
time to listen, counsel, uplift, and encourage others. She seems to have a special 
vision that enables her to see no human in the world as a stranger, but as a unique 
child of God. She seizes every possible opportunity to mother, nurture, and spread 
God's love, joy, and peace. 
Not only will her friends and family confirm these things about her, but if you 
should ask people who have worked for her, the cashier at the drive-thru at Burger 
King, the teller at the bank, the young Islamic man at the Chevron, the clerk at the 
makeup counter at Belk' s, or the antique dealer at the mall, the consensus would be 
the same. They all, at some time or another, have been taken under her wing. They 
have been blessed and have experienced peace, understanding, comfort, love, or joy 
that come only from God's working through this lady, His humble servant, living His 
will as an earth angel. 











Where Is "Cloud Nine" and How Do I Get There? 
Determinedly searching for the ultimate cloud 
... that would be me. 
The flight has been bumpy 
and anything but free. 
"Cotton candy clouds so fluffy and white, 
Who put you there in a sky so blue? 
Do you just happen to be floating along?"* 
Slowly floating ... hanging on? 
It seems I've traveled on various clouds. 
When one evaporates, there's always another. 
Surely, I shouldn't have to look 
too much further. 
My Mission is to teach. 
Where is "cloud nine?" 
Within my reach. 
How do I get there? 
Press onward ... forward ... upward ... 
Almost there. 



















Sugar Coated Blackberries 
Blackberry bushes. 
Mimosa blossom powder puffs. 
Mountain Laurel. 
Into the canyon we call "Club" 
We go. 
Childhood hovers. 
Windy memories light 








Up the path 
We pull. 
Childhood hovers. 
The tire swings 




























Keys and Strings 
I remember the keys. They were brushed ivory, contrasting against deep 
black, and the lamp above them could be seen in a brushed glare. My grandmother, 
smelling of Avon hand cream and cinnamon toast, was giving me a piano lesson on 
the old Steinway piano whose sound echoed throughout the house when a note 
bounced off the hardwood floor. "You don't need to be all nervous," she cooed, 
wiping the piano keys down thoughtfully. I gripped the soggy paper towel because 
my hands were soaked. My hands would always sweat during a piano lesson; one 
hand would be ice cold, and the other would be dripping. 
"Did you practice this week?" 
Of course I hadn't. I never practiced. I swallowed hard, placing my hands 
back on the keys, hoping that I hadn't made her mad enough to make me "go and pick 
out my own switch" off the cherry tree outside. 
I surely wish I had taken her seriously at seven years old and continued to 
practice. I would probably be a piano prodigy by now, but she wasn't too 
disappointed when I told her that I wasn't going to play anymore. She always knew 
that eventually I would come back in some way, passion-driven, because she knew 
that I heard the music. 
I stopped taking piano lessons a couple of years after, but I continued to play 
the piano by ear and wrote songs ofmy own based on what I heard, not what could be 
put on paper and memorized. I never played the same thing twice. Something else 
was driving me and spilling out into the keys. I think that music is more powerful 
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than I could even begin to describe in words. It motivates, inspires, relieves, and 
drives words, thoughts, emotions, and an inner voice that nothing else can duplicate. 
I always sang. My mother would always tell people she met that "Katie was 
singing before she could even speak!" I remember when my Dad told me that he 
would buy me my first guitar. After bonowing a friend's for a while, I pretty much 
"proved" to my father that I was serious enough about this instrument for him to 
invest in it for the long haul, unlike the wasted money spent on a flute that I just had 
to have since I was joining the marching band (for all of one year), which wound up 
being a seventh grade mistake. A few months later, the car bumped and jiggled along 
the interstate, and I struggled to sit still on the way to Nuncie's Music Store. 
I knew it was the one I wanted when I saw it. A sunburst explosion of deep 
blues, midnight blacks, and dark hues made my eyes take a dive and swim around in 
it for a while before I heard my dad utter, "You want to try to play that one?" I picked 
up the guitar and let my fingers fall over the soft vibrating strings, spinning a perfect 
sound that made a chill pour down my spine. I knew at thirteen years old, in that 
music store, something was calling to me. 
Over a decade later, I still pick up the same guitar and strum melodies and 
lullabies any time I feel the urge to experience something more. I truly believe there 
is music in everything I do that inspires me. I scribble and tear sheets of paper, and 
sometimes I just strum little nothings to fill the silence of a room or the emptiness of 
a heart. Sometimes it is the keys. Sometimes it is the strings. It is prevalent. It is 





Rite It L8tr: 
Teaching Grammar and Writing in the Text Messaging Age 
As I clumsily fumbled through a stack of essays from my eighth grade English 
class, I paused as something caught my eye. My students were asked to write a 
persuasive essay on certain topics, and as I skimmed through one of my student's 
paragraphs, a huge"OMGt'back-handed my face, and I thought that I was going to 
throw up right there on my desk. Abbreviations and''texting'are the new cancer of 
teaching proper grammar in the English classroom. What do we, as educators, do 
about this'jargorl'leaking from the computer IM chat rooms and cell phones onto the 
the pages of our formal writing assignments and essays? 
According to an article by Jennie Bristow from spiked-online.com, "Granunar 
is suffering from having been educationally unfashionable:'! agree with this statement 
statement because my students think that having their own language makes them 
stand out and is socially acceptable. After completing research on this issue, I actually 
have changed my predefined negative outlook on text language. I think that'texting' 
isn't ruining the English language because it is a different language in itself. My role 
as a teacher is to emphasize what formal grammar, spelling, and punctuation should 
be and how to use it in formal situations. Students are constantly looking for a 
quicker, faster, more instant gratification in their everyday lives. As teachers, we must 
continue to be adaptable to this new technological environment. If we continue to 
teach the same traditional way, students will eventually become a non-responsive 
group of"robots:' Instead of complaining about how all of the students are going to 
send a worldwide text message and burn all of the grammar books in a revolt of the 
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English language, I should be learning this new"abbreviated' lingo so that I can help 
students learn how and when to make the"switch:'Society may want to blame this 
'texting'uprising on laziness, but I blame it on new teen conventionality. It is a new 
way to communicate, which we as teachers should never turn away from, unless we 
want to shut ourselves out from our students. We should not'teacH'these text words, 
but we should use them to infotm students of the difference between what is socially 
acceptable and what is not appropriate for ce11ain situations. 
One way that I used text messaging to teach students correct grammar and 
punctuation was by writing a letter to the principal, entirely in text lingo. I wrote the 
letter, put it on the overhead, and made the students translate it into correct grammar 
and punctuation. Then, we discussed as a group why the"text letter'would have been 
inappropriate to send to the principal in the format in which it was originally written. 
Lastly, I asked the students to revise this letter, and to finish the assignment by 
writing a fo1mal letter to our principal. 
Der prncpl __ _ 
Wts up n2mh jst chiln n klas omg do u no n e I tht cld get us new stuff 
nxt yr i wood like sum new textbks cuz mine is old n a mess n I alwyz 
4get it at hme n then I say ima brb and git rote up 4 it 18tr Joi r class 
neds new bookz b/c that way we en lrn more may b we can git betr 
lunch 2 I git tird of corn n pizza ev1y fri. ya know this is yo boy 
___ jus sayin ayyy and im out 
Tty! hv a gd week XOXO kdizzle 
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Students need to know that it is not appropriate to wear cut-off jeans and a faded 
baggy t-shi,t to a black-tie-dinner just as much as they need to understand not to use 
'text'words in formal writing. I explained to them that although texting is new, and 
acceptable to use in instant messaging, chatting, etc., they need to understand how 
and when to make the switch from informal writing to formal writing. This new 
language is just like"ebonics' or any other sociologically derived language that is not 
'tad'; it is just different and, in informal writing, should be encouraged as a new way to 
communicate. 
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Why I Teach 
As lockers slammed randomly and sneakers' squeaky echoes bounced off the 
walls, the tardy bell sounded down the hallway, signaling sixth period. My classroom 
looked like a hun-icane had just blown through it, with candy wrappers strewn about 
the dirt-covered tiles, pencils, and random sheets of paper scattered aimlessly 
between rows of desks. I was sitting at my desk staring at the four-foot stack of 
ungraded essays, wondering if I could just light them on fire instead of grading them, 
when a student stumbled into my classroom. Derrick, an intelligent but uniquely 
unorganized student of mine, ran to my desk carrying the tattered and wrinkled up 
essay that was due the day before. 
"Sorry it is late Ms. McCombs," he stuttered, trying not to make eye contact 
with me in the fear that I may bite his head off in a revolt of anger and rage. "Would 
you still take it for sixty-percent credit?" 
Tired, unmotivated, and discouraged, I looked up at him from my desk, 
outstretching my hand in approval. 
"Thank you so much!" he spit out across my desk. 
He handed the paper to me and started to walk toward the door when he 
stopped in mid-movement and turned to face me. Standing at my desk with a calm 
sincerity, he stood firm as giant tears welled up in his eyes. "I just wanted to tell you, 
Ms. McCombs, that you are the best teacher that I have ever had. I never really liked 
English at all before I came to your class, but you make every day fun, and we play 
games and stuff. Now I know what verbs and nouns are, and I never understood them 
before! I love that we write different kinds of stuff and you always help us out with 
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ideas ... " He kept talking and going on as sound spilled out of his mouth like a 
waterfall of words. I knew that he was late for class (and would inevitably need a 
pass). I had copies to run off and papers to grade, but I let him keep talking to me 
about how kids in his other classes picked on him for being smart. He lips quivered as 
he informed me that he felt safe in my classroom, that I gave students second 
chances, and that I was fair to all of the kids in the school, not just the popular ones. 
I suddenly realized that although I was on the verge of jumping off the edge 
and burning the school to the ground, there was at least one student that appreciated 
what I did. My heati ached and throbbed as my eyes filled to the brim with tears. 
"You're welcome," was all that I could mutter as I held back the "first-year 
teacher waterworks." He did get picked on often, and I did defend him against those 
kids that thought themselves superior. I wasn't trying to be courageous or win a 
medal of honor, I just simply cared and did what I knew felt right. When he left my 
classroom, I sat back in my wobbly chair and thought about what had just happened. I 
glared into the silence of the classroom with the messy floors, cracked paint on the 
walls, and the flickering fluorescent lights and knew I was exactly where I belonged. 
Denick's visit wasn't a giant pat on the back, a huge raise in salary, or a twelve-foot 
"Teacher of The Year" Award, but it was enough for me to smile and enjoy the 
simplicity of an honest child's appreciation. 
i ' 
I 




"Writing is rewarding, 




I Really Saw Elvis "Live" in Concert 
The year was 1976. My husband and I were both students at the University of 
Alabama at Birmingham. We were living off"Love Me Tender," scholarships, and 
student loans. We had just begun the fall term, and one afternoon between classes, we 
heard over the TV that Elvis was going to be in concert at the coliseum in Tuscaloosa. 
Wow! That was less that an hour away. The tickets were $25.00 each, and you could 
call and order if you had a credit card. At that moment, we were poor, very poor; I 
was on scholarship, and my husband had a student loan. We had a credit card with a 
$500 limit that we had never drawn on. The only reason we had the card was that I 
had worked for a bank during the summer that had just launched the new Master 
Charge credit card and had graciously extended a minimum of $500 credit to all 
employees, regardless of how penniless they were. My husband looked at me as I 
shook my head "no." With a look of"Don't Be Cruel," he jumped up and bounded 
down to the lobby to use the pay phone to order two tickets, using Master Charge to 
pay. He said that he just wanted to "Treat Me Nice." We couldn't even afford a 
phone in our apartment, yet we were going to see Elvis. 
I was beginning to wonder ifit might not have been better if the sound on the 
TV hadn't worked rather than the picture being all snowy white-the TV was older 
than I, and I had just turned nineteen. But-we were going to see EL VIS in just a 
few weeks. Every evening I endeavored to create gourmet meals, stretching one 
pound of ground beef to six meals rather than the usual four. We were going to have 
to make the first payment on that $50 charge before we ever saw or heard Elvis in 
person, but all I could think was "That's All Right." 
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The day of the concert arrived. Skipping our final afternoon classes, we were 
off to Tuscaloosa. It was worse than football game day; I'm not sure if "Am I Ready" 
or "Almost" best describes how we felt as we sat in traffic for three hours to get off 
on the McFarland Exit. We parked "In the Ghetto" and then walked more than two 
miles to get to the coliseum. The closer we got, the more amused and excited I 
became. As we entered the coliseum, I realized that I had never before been in a 
place where there were more women my mother's age and older-lots even older 
than my grandmother-and wearing animal prints at that. It was a sight to behold. 
My husband thought it was a hoot, but he was finally going to see the "King of Rock-
n-Roll" in concert. Growing up-especially in grammar school and junior high-he 
had boasted that he and Elvis shared the same birthday, January 8th, though Elvis was 
nineteen years his senior. 
Time for the concert was growing near; we started to search for our seats. I 
know that you all have "Suspicious Minds," but we really did have seats on the eighth 
row right in front of the stage. That "Hound Dog" husband of mine must have been 
one of the first twenty-five callers to get those seats-I was really beginning to get 
"All Shook Up." 
I haven't the foggiest idea who entertained before Elvis made the coliseum 
"Shake, Rattle, and Roll" with his entrance, but when "The King" entered, more 
cameras flashed at once than I had ever seen, or will ever again see, flash at one time. 
I was momentarily blinded and feared that I would not be able to see Elvis after all. 
Gratefully, my sight returned by the time the giddy shrieks and capricious screams 
subsided. All I could think as Elvis crooned song after song was "The Wonder of 
You." I really saw Elvis "live" in concert! 
I Fear. .. 
(January 1945, From an American Soldier) 
I fear 
The horrific images that crowd my mind 
When I remember this day 
Will never cease. 
The sunken eyes and blank faces that stare 
Into nothingness seem to be 
Imprinted into the folds 
Ofmy memory. 
The retched smells 
Cling 
To the lining 
Of my nostrils. 
The soft whimpers of children 
And the silence of emotionless figures 
Scream 
Into my ears. 
The taste of death will 
Will linger 
Forever 
On my tongue. 
I fear 
I will never shed the 
Shroud of hatred 
That wraps around me. 
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Teaching and Students-My "Challenger" 
After teaching in the special education resource classroom for nine years, just one 
week prior to institute of the 1999-2000 school year, I was invited to transfer to the 
regular education classroom to teach reading. Three of my five reading classes would be 
"struggling readers"---0ne class each of sixth, seventh, and eighth grade students who had 
scored in stanine I, 2, or 3 on the Stanford Achievement Test Series, ninth Edition 
(SAT 9). I had completed necessary coursework for certification in Language Arts just a 
few months prior in hopes of eventually transferring to the regular education classroom. 
Three classes of struggling readers were not exactly what I had in mind, since I had 
worked with struggling readers for nine years in the learning disabilities resource 
classroom. Did I want to accept the new challenge? 
I accepted the challenge-and a challenge it was. Not only would I have regular 
education students for the first time, but my school had just purchased the Accelerated 
Reading program. I had been excited about the new program, but as with anything new 
or different, it takes time to get through the initiation stage. Now-what was I going to 
do with my classes of struggling readers and the new reading program? I knew that the 
progress of my students would be scrutinized more than ever before. 
School convened. I determined that it could only be school as usual. As soon as 
the Standardized Test for Assessment of Reading (ST AR) was completed and reading 
ranges were dete1mined, the students were off to the library to check out books. Most 
could not wait to take their first computer-generated tests. Each day, I taught reading 
skills and strategies, provided ample time for practice, read to my students, and provided 
time for students to read library books and other material (silently and orally). The 
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students seemed to enjoy reading during the time allowed each day, and I enjoyed 
watching my students become excited about reading-some for the first time in their 
lives. 
As the weeks passed, I grew anxious to know just exactly how my students were 
progressing. At the end of the first semester, I administered the STAR again. I was not 
quite sure what I was looking for; however, I knew there were all sorts of repotis that I 
could generate that were supposed to tell me something. Since no one in the school had 
used the program before this year, there was no one to tum to and ask for help. A few 
days after the ST AR had been administered, I finally printed out my first reports. I was 
astonished at what I learned. My three classes of struggling readers had scored an 
average of 1.6 to 2.0 grade equivalents higher than they had at the beginning of the year. 
My two regular classes had scored an average of less than one grade equivalent higher. I 
was excited-really excited-about the progress ofmy struggling readers. Would it be 
possible to make gains during the second semester? 
As spring approached, along with "spring fever" and achievement testing time, I 
was growing anxious-once again-about my struggling readers. Of course I was 
hoping their scores on the SAT 9 would show improvement. Unfotiunately, school 
would dismiss before the results of the achievement tests a1Tived. 
The week before students were dismissed for summer vacation, I administered the 
STAR post assessment. BAD TIMING!! The students were tired of testing, and most 
were anticipating summer vacation. I was disappointed to see that the scores revealed 
regression since the end of the first semester. However, I knew that if my struggling 
students had scored an average of 1.6 to 2.0 grade equivalents higher the first semester, it 
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could not have been an accident. The students had read successfully in higher ranges the 
second semester. They could not have regressed. Or could they? Would the SAT 9 
scores show any improvement over the previous year's scores? 
At last, the SAT 9 scores were in. Did I really want to see them? Yes and no. 
After comparing the SAT 9 reading scores of my struggling readers with their previous 
year's scores, I found that a little more than half scored at least one stanine higher. All 
but two of the students who scored in the same stanine as the previous year showed 
improvement in reading comprehension. Only three students scored one or more stanines 
lower than the previous year. 
I know that standardized test scores do not tell everything; however, I feel 
confident about the success of my students that year. The I 999-2000 school year was 
truly a learning experience for me. I realized that year that it is the challenge of teaching 
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A Teacher's Legacy 
Over 30 years of experience, yes, have I. 
So, it won't be long before I'll say bye, bye. 
Regular Ed grades one through eight along with Special Ed 
Have been my fo1ie. 
A teacher I shall always be, 
Maybe through eternity. 
Perhaps my epitaph shall read: 
"Here lies the best teacher indeed; 
The world is a better place for 
She taught me to read." 
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Remembered 
I knew that he was leaving me 
But I didn't want to say good-bye, 
Although, with my help, he managed to hold on 
For only fifteen years shy of a century. 
I watched him close his eyes 
And slip into an untrodden domain, 
With the same valor and strength 
That he had exemplified during his life. 
Yes, I miss watching the strength he displayed; 
His sense of humor was not to be compared. 
He showed his love for his daughter 
And grandchildren in so many ways. 
That's right, my father will always 
Be a precious memory. 
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Career Decision 
Pondering and thinking as a young woman, I was deciding my career. I knew that 
teaching was the right decision when a mentally retarded student, giggling, rocking, and 
swaying, used a calculator to do simple addition, and she understood it. The little girl, 
happy and excited, continued to work. Deciding a career was no longer an issue for me; 
seeing that child "unfold" made me know that I had made the right choice. 
I had always known that I wanted a career working with people, and elementary 
education was of great interest to me. While I was pursuing my interest in elementary 
education, I was introduced to the special education program by a friend. After 
researching, I realized that I could be very committed to the special populace. 
After I started teaching, I worked with students enrolled in regular and special 
classes. Special education was of greater interest to me because I wanted to teach and 
help students who needed modifications in the general education curriculum. 
During my first few years of teaching, I taught several special education classes 
with students of different exceptionalities. Most of the students improved in their areas of 
weakness - reading, math, or behavior. The students and I were pleased with their 
success. 
To this day, it is still gratifying and satisfying to see young people happy and 
pleased with their own progress when they learn to read or improve their reading skills. 
Even students who have behavior problems, but !ly to improve themselves, show the 
same happiness in their accomplishments. I' 11 always remember the day one of my very 
low-functioning students learned to use that calculator and write her answers on a math 
sheet, plus dial numbers on the telephone, a self-help skill. That moment helped me to 


















I stared at the boy, dark-skinned with gleaming eyes, in disbelief. Squirming, 
sweating, and shaking, he waited on my response, which was slow forming in my mind 
and my throat. 
Charlie would be an eighth grader the following year, but was already having 
growing pains, just three days away from the end of the school year. 
His question had been simple, but was complex in a lot of ways he probably did not 
understand. It had been "You leavin' us?" 
I was an accidental first-year teacher, having left the life of a newspaper reporter 
behind for the classroom on a fluke. The local school system called and offered me more 
money than I was making as a reporter. I was mercenary and took the job, not 
understanding that there were real human beings involved. Now, I was leaving. 
During the year, I had learned a lot and found a home in my classroom. So, his 
question was simple for him. It was a question of a need that I didn't understand. He 
believed he needed me. 
Leaning closer to him, I put a hand on his shoulder to reassure him that he would be 
okay without me. Eyes gleaming, shoulders slumping, he dropped his head for a moment. 
"Mr. Shelton, I can't do English without you," he said. 
"Of course you can, Charlie," I said. "I'm not the first teacher you've ever had. You 
learned so much because you tried, not because of me." 
I suddenly remembered the day that Charlie had come to me and told me he didn't 
"read so good." 
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I had told him that my planning period was during fifth period and that I could make 
time for him after school. I had never encountered students, their needs or their 
attachments. 
"I tried because you said I could," he said. Dropping his eyes from mine, he shuffled 
his feet and waited for my response only for a second, then added: "My own daddy never 
told me I could do anything ifl tried." 
Growing up with a step-father who believed I'd never amount to much, I understood 
how he felt. He left my classroom that day, but returned the last day of the school year to 
say goodbye. Students like Charlie, I have learned, come to school every day. 
He didn't come for just the free lunch. He came to tell me what he'd learned. 
Nervous and shy, he walked into my empty classroom. It was 3:10 p.m., and I 
wondered out loud if he had missed his bus. 
"Nos'sir," he said, like it was one word. "I came to read you something." 
Not knowing what to expect, I leaned forward in my chair and took my glasses off to 
listen. His brown eyes were darting and searching for focus at the same time. 
He pulled a wallowed, smudged piece of paper from his pocket, and began to read 
from it. 
"I am a noun," he said. "I am a person. Ifl add an adjective, I am a good person. Ifl 
add a verb, I am a good person that can try and secede." 
He paused. "That last word may not be right, but you understand, I guess." 
He continued. I didn't correct his use of the word "secede" instead of"succeed." 
"Ifl add a pronoun, I am a good person who has seceded because he told me I could," 
he finished. When he said "he," he pointed his finger at me; a tear rolled down his face. 
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There was some distance between us, but I felt as close to Charlie as my own son in 
that moment. I felt closer to the boy I had once been as well. 
He looked around, as if to see if anyone was watching, then approached me. I stood 
up to shake his hand, but instead, he hugged me in the silence of the empty room. It was 
quiet, and I thought I heard his heati beating as he hugged me. 
He walked out of my room and did not look back. 
In that moment, I knew that I was finally a teacher-rough around the edges, with a 
lot to learn - but a teacher nonetheless. 
I didn't make my way back to a classroom until three years later, in a different school 
system. I never heard from Charlie again, but I think about him almost eve1y day. I 
learned the lesson that day that we are more than nouns, modified by adjectives. The 








Of Bathrooms and the Manly Man 
"How hard can repairing a leaky faucet be?" I said to my lovely wife. While it turned 
out those words were of the famous and last variety, I did learn something on that cold 
November day in 2000. 
I had done all the research required, and I had gathered my tools-a complete Manly 
Man's tool bag, to be sure. My bag contained a myriad of implements of destruction, 
including a very large pipe wrench, rubber washers, various screwdrivers, hammers, 
mallets, wrenches of various kinds and, oddly enough, a bottle of Tylenol pain reliever. 
My research had consisted of looking on the Internet for pages that detailed how to install 
rubber washers on leaky faucets. I had mentally listed the steps and had also printed a 
cheat sheet to get me through the ten-minute repair. 
I began the process by first attacking the sink' s dripping faucet. Removing both the 
hot and cold water knobs, I found the rubber washer, replaced it, and moved on to the 
bathtub. 
As before, I removed the hot and cold knobs and replaced the rubber washers, 
tightening the nut on one knob until I heard the faintest click. It was not the kind of click 
you ever want to hear. It sounded like something deep in the wall had cracked. 
My wife: "Honey, how's it going in there?" 
She stood smiling at the door, not noticing the utter ho1Tor that was screaming in my 
mind. It was a Sunday. Everything was closed in the small town of Talladega, Alabama, 
and I had just broken the only bathtub/shower combination in our rental house. 
"Oh, it's going great," I replied, my voice only breaking slightly. "Almost done." 
She walked away, and I immediately replaced the knobs. 
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If something was broken inside the wall assembly, maybe it would not leak. That was 
the ridiculous thought running through my mind. The only problem was this: I needed to 
test for a leak, and feared what I might find. 
I winced and turned the cold-water knob on the bathtub--and waited. 
Water rushed into the tub and down the drain. No water was on the floor. In my mind, 
Manly Man's voice sounded: "You, my brother, are the man." 
I turned off the cold water and turned on the hot. Steaming water gushed into the 
bathtub. Unfortunately, I did not notice the slightest layer of water seeping from inside 
the wall. It surrounded my Manly Man, steel-toed, waterproof work boots. 
"I am the m-," I almost celebrated. Then, the world went horribly wrong. 
My right Manly Man foot slipped out from under me, followed by my left Manly 
Man foot. My Manly Man pipe wrench flailed in the air as I tried to get my balance on 
the now-steaming floor. It connected solidly with the sink. 
Now, it is a well-known fact that Alabama has a lot of cotton mill villages, which 
were built in thel 930s to house workers of cotton mills. Today they are still used, but 
they are usually rented out. Our house in the Bemiston community of Talladega was such 
a house. The house we rented did not have many bells and whistles, but it did have a few 
upgrades, including the tub/shower unit. The sink, however, had not been upgraded. As 
my wrench slapped against the porcelain wall sink, time slowed to a crawl. Lying on my 
back, I watched pieces of the sink begin to crack and fall away toward my head. 
"Please, Jesus," I uttered in a silly prayer. Then a large shard smashed my forehead, 
and time fast-forwarded to what my wife saw when she came running. In a pile of rubble, 







"Oh my god, you broke the sink!" she said. 
Oh sure, never you mind that I was injured-and possibly bleeding to death-on the 
floor. She inspected what was once the sink area as if inspecting a piece of fine art. She 
actually stepped over me. 
"How are you going to fix this?" she said. 
Trne to my Manly Man persona, I simply replied: "Sinks are cheap. In fact, I bet Greg 
has one at his house right now." 
Greg, my elder brother, was an apartment maintenance person. Greg, who had taught 
me, from a young age, everything there was to know about being a Manly Man, would 
have a sink. Oddly, my wife had not noticed the water, which by this point, was flooding 
the bathroom. 
As blood trickled into my right eye, I reached over and turned off the faucet in the 
bathtub. 
Still thinking I was a Manly Man, I plopped down on the toilet and, at the same time, 
plopped my pipe wrench on the back of the toilet tank. The tank cracked in half, water 
flooding out of it and into the floor. 
I sighed in disbelief. Looking around the bathroom, which I estimated was about the 
size of a grave, I surveyed the ruin. Water dripping, steam rising around me, I took a 
soggy towel from the wire rack across from me and wiped the blood from my aching 
head. 
I opened the bottle of Tylenol and dry swallowed three tablets. There was nothing left 






I hated calling him because he had told me since we were kids that I was a sissy ifl 
didn't get a job that required "turning a wrench." 
Obviously, I was not a plumber. 
I made the call, and Greg, in his signature sarcastic manner, made me feel like a 
complete Unmanly Man. 
"Hey," I said into the phone. 
"Hey, brother, what's gain' on?" he replied. 
"My tub is leaking, my bathroom sink is lying in pieces on the floor, and my toilet 
tank is cracked wide open," I said sheepishly. 
"Hey, if you need help why don't you just say so?" he laughed. 
He kept laughing, too. His laugh crescendoed-not just a giggle or snicker-and 
became a full-on guffaw. 
I followed up with a long line of expletives and slammed the phone down. As I 
walked away, it rang, taunting me. 
"Hey, you don't git to fix nothin' in the bathroom no more, k?" he said when I finally 
picked up the phone. "I'll gather some stuff and be there as quick as I can, Mr. Fix It." 
I looked up from the phone. My wife stared at my weary body and face, but there was 
no sympathy in her eyes. I searched her face for some kind of condolence, but found the 
nagging need only a wife can have. 
"I have to work tomorrow, so you better get this mess fixed," she said. Lines had 
f01med on her forehead and around her mouth. She seemed more like an evil demon, and 
less like the beautiful woman I had married. 




"It looks like a bomb went off in here," she said, still eyeing me. "I hope my curling 
iron isn't ruined because ifit is, you're in for it." 
I had the overwhelming feeling that I was already in for it, but, despite the disaster, 
Greg came, and the afternoon was a flurry of activity. 
Greg spliced and hammered and mounted until the bathroom was actually better than 
it had been. The new sink sparkled on the wall, and a new toilet sat in the spot where the 
cracked mess had been. The leak in the wall was fixed with a bit of rubber tubing and two 
hose clamps. 
He said he would come and make the permanent repair the next weekend when he 
would introduce me to the propane torch and copper tubing sleeves. 
"I'll teach you how to sweat pipes and fix that kind of leak, just in case you decide to 
fix leaky faucets again one day," he grinned. "Oh, and maybe I'll teach you some 
common sense you don't learn in a dang book, boy." 
Demoralized and feeling very much like an Unmanly Man, I began sopping up the 
excess water as my wife fixed Greg dinner and thanked him profusely as he left. I was 
jealous, of course, and felt unworthy of the title "husband." 
As she walked by the bathroom for the millionth time that day, the sun was setting 
and a wind howled around the outside of the house. She looked at me, and I knew we 
would not speak for days. 
Like the winter, the clouds eventually lifted, and I was anointed with the title Manly 
Man once again. I can fix things like brakes on cars, alternators on cars, and flat tires on 
cars. I can even fix the occasional electrical problem in our home. I am the master of 





One day, I even attempted to battle a squirrel that had taken up residence in our attic, 
but that is another manly story for another manly day. If you're wondering, the squil1'el 
won-it only cost me a hundred and twenty dollars to repair the ceiling. 















Seventeen years ago .... 
I began my odyssey - naYve and eager to tackle my mission. 
I believed I could change the universe. 
However, I found myself in a black hole of 
endless papers to grade, 
mounds of expectations, and 
considerable doubt. 
I voyaged to other classrooms, 
Eagerly seeking new ideas and successful strategies. 
I soon found ...... the JSU Writing Project. 
A new dimension for teachers. 
I boldly went where other innovative teachers had gone before. 
I ventured to new worlds with motivated voyagers, 
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Those who were also seeking wisdom, collaboration, and new methods of discovery. 
I left the JSU Writing Project transformed, brimming with confidence and excitement. 
I had possessed a galaxy of resources that I had gleaned from the other fellows, now my friends. 
I had eclipsed to a renewed sense of purpose. 
Mission completed. 
I still travel to new worlds each year as I revisit my maiden voyage .... the JSU Writing Project. 
And as I do, I return later to my classroom, refreshed and inspired, 




The orange canvas caresses the canyon 
As milky clouds fade into oblivion. 
The soft winds serenade the warm 
Blackberries asleep on their thicket, 
And the fragrant junipers 
Sprawl lazily on their earthen bed. 
The raspy raven welcomes the 
Approaching nightfall 
As the placid pool eagerly awaits 













Grammar in Today's World 
In classrooms today, many teachers grimace when the word "grammar" is 
uttered. Many would prefer to avoid the topic rather than attack it head on. This is an 
ongoing battle. It has been fought in the past, and it continues today. Educators are 
constantly questioning whether or not to teach grammar as a class by itself or 
integrate it with literature. This then gives rise to another problem, as many teachers 
do not quite know how to use literature to teach grammar. Should grammar be taught 
at all in high schools? Could our fear of teaching grammar be because we ourselves 
do not know or understand grammar? 
What is grammar, and where did it originate from? If one goes to the Internet 
and tries to research the origin and meaning of grammar, one would be bombarded 
with many definitions and opinions of the word. Each individual wants to give his or 
her opinion. However, the origin of the word "grammar" can be traced to the Greek 
gramma, or letter, as in an alphabetic letter. This is a development of the word 
graphein which means to "draw or write." The plural form of the word is grammata, 
which evolved at one point to mean the "rudiments of writing" and eventually to 
mean the "rudiments ofleaming." Eventually, the adjective form of the word, 
grammatike, was combined with techne and meant the "mt of knowing one's 
letters"(Dykema 23). 
Grammar is a set of rules that governs our language. It is very impo1tant 
because it allows us to determine if the construction of a sentence is correct or not. 
Determining if the sentence is correct also helps us to speak correctly and to 
comprehend whatever material we are reading. 
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Students enter the classroom having already mastered language acquisition. 
They interact with the environment around them, and as a result, they learn how to 
speak. Chomsky, a famous psychologist and linguist, termed this "universal 
grammar." Students, during the socialization process, learn how to speak, not how to 
identify grammar. How do we as educators teach each student tbe concepts of 
grammar? Research shows that grammar should be taught in the context of writing, 
reading, and speaking. 
If speaking is one means by which grammar is acquired, then why must we isolate 
grammar from speech or shy away from it? Why not use this very medium to teach 
it? The very mt that we as educators practice uses the medium oflanguage on a daily 
basis. Students know how to put words together to make a sentence; however, they do 
not know the rules which govern those very words. It is imperative that each student 
understands these rules so that he/she may become a proficient speaker and writer. 
The curriculum standards of each state now emphasize the teaching of 
grammar at all grade levels. According to Jim Burke, "this demand stems from a 
frustration in the workplace and college writing programs with the students 'lack of 
grammatical correctness"' (62). Burke then goes further to say that some believe this 
deficiency is a result of the teachers who say that grammar does not matter (63). Are 
educators the ones to be blamed for the decline of grammar? 
I was once told that it is easy to be a teacher of mediocrity because it requires 
no eff01t. It is, however, hard to be an outstanding teacher because it requires great 
effo1t. As educators, we need to ask ourselves, do we settle for mediocrity or do we 




the situation? Writing is an essential tool. It is the bridge between knowledge and 
communication. Students need to know how to write so that they may communicate 
effectively. Grammar does not need to be taught in isolation, but it needs to be related 
to everyday life so that students will no longer think of it as "the untouchable." 
Burke in his book, The English Teacher's Companion suggests many ways to 
incorporate grammar in the classroom, four of which are combining grammar with 
reading, conducting grammar brainstorms, participating in daily language workouts, 
and revising (67-68). 
As educators, we first need to understand and embrace grammar before we 
impart it to our students. The best method of teaching is modeling. To model, we 
must always be proactive in hying to discover different ways to teach our lessons. 
The students that we teach on a daily basis will be the leaders of tomorrow's world, 
and they will use one vital form of communication, which is writing. If grammar is 
not addressed, then what will be the future of our language and histoty as a people? 
According to research by the National Assessment of Educational Progress (NAEP), 
"at grades 4, 8, and 12, about one student in five produces completely unsatisfactory 
prose, about 50 percent meet 'basic' requirements, and only one in five can be called 
'proficient." 
Grammar is an essential tool for the existence of the English language. "As 
ours become a world made not only of words but images, sounds as well as colors, all 
of which are increasingly integrated into multimedia constructions, we must return to 
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Grab your sandals and your towels 
Don't forget your purses or your smiles 
We are going on a journey 
Not far away, let's go to paradise if you may 
Sit back and relax; it won't be long 
Paradise is a coming, wait won minute no man 
It was discovered by Columbus, so they say 
Yet was inhabited by Arawaks day by day 
Captured by the British in 1655 
But gained its independence, yes free by and by 
Fourteen parishes, but you call them states 
Kingston is its capital, won't you come and stay? 
The magnificent Blue Mountain sits in the cool hills of Kingston 
Its luscious green hills gave bi1th to our own mouth-watering potion 
Yes, the Blue Mountain coffee that is our delicacy 
If you think other coffees are great 
Then it is obvious that you have not tried any 
Streams and waterfalls adorn her sides 
This magical botanical wonderland, come see it with your own eyes 
Notorious Port Royal, it is haunted they say 
Nestled comfortably between two towns Pmtmore and Bull Bay 
It was the pirate capital of the Caribbean 
Do you want to find some treasures? Then come, let's do some excavation 
If you encounter the ghost of Henry Morgan, just say 
Whay gwan man? you irie? then go on your way 
The beautiful Ocha Rios 
Have you been to Dunns River Falls? 
The site of the first James Bond film -- Dr. No 
The entire 7000 feet of it all 
With warm tropical waters caressing her sides 
This fall truly offers a natural staircase to the sky 
Then on to Montego Bay, the home of the famous Reggae Sumfest 
It houses the greatest reggae show on emth 
No, no other location can contest 
One week filled with paities and mtists from all over the globe 
If Bob Marley was alive, he would show it to the whole world 
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Next stop, the Famous Negril 
A small town it is, but a lot to offer still 
Its renowned seven mile beach carpeted with miles of white sand 
Decked with all-inclusive resorts right at your hand 
The southern section of the island, shaded from the sun 
St. Elizabeth, Manchester, St.Catherine, and Clarendon 
Their tantalizing seafood and numerous Jerk shops 
These delicacies will melt in your mouth; you will never want to stop 
Jerk chicken, jerk pork, and baked fish too, garlic shrimp, curry crab 
and lobster, just to name a few 
Just relax on the beach, the tropical breeze will caress your face 
The radiant warm sunshine will certainly leave you amazed 
Close your eyes, it's almost five, and the sun is beginning to set 
Rays as colorful as fireworks peeking over the horizon yet 
Shades of blue, red, pink, orange, purple and yellow 
Oh how magical! Glowing like a new found treasure 
This island is none other than the exotic Jamaica 
Ce1iainly the paradise of the land of wood and wata 
Notes 
Wait won minute no man -- (wait a bit\ be patient) 
Whay gwan man?--- (what's happening\ how are you) 
Irie -- ( everything is great) 
Thomas 92 
Jerk shops/stand - ( usually a road side restaurant/ or food service that specializes in 
preparing Jamaican jerk food) 
Wat a - ( the Jamaica dialect for water) 
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Adam: HRU 
Eve: ICBB 
Adam: W AN2TLK 
Eve: TAM 
Adam; SUITM, H&K 
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2 Text Or Not 2 Text 
The average person reading this conversation would have absolutely no idea of 
what is being said. Is this a conversation? What language is being spoken? There are 
more questions than there are answers. 
Text messaging is vastly becoming a new language. Will this new 
phenomemon have a long term effect on the English language? An individual might 
suggest that it should be a course taught in school. 
What is the history of text messaging? Text messaging was first invented for 
the deaf and hard of hearing individuals; however, in today's society, it is for 
everyone. The origin of text messaging is still unce1iain, but according to Edward 
Lantz, an employee of NASA, the first text message was sent via one simple 1989 
Motorola beeper. In 1989, Raina Fortini sent a text from New York City to 
Melbourne Beach, Florida, using upside down numbers that could be read as words 
and sounds. In 1995, the average text message per month was .04. In the year 2000, 
there were 17 billion text messages sent in Asia; in 2001, there were 250 billion; in 
2005, there were 500 billion. The text messaging market is, without a doubt, a 
lucrative and booming industry. 
One may argue that texting, from the verb to text, is not only eroding our 
English language, but it is also responsible for certain social and political 
decapitations. In 2001, text messaging played an imp01iant role in deposing former 
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Philippine president Joseph Estrada. The web site (www.eLAGDA.com) came 
together in the global community and collected over 11,500 signatures in 21 days and 
numerous text messages that influenced his impeachment. Similarly, in 2008, text 
messaging played a primary role in the implication of Detroit Mayor K wame 
Kilpatrick in a short message service (SMS) sex scandal. An extramarital affair was 
discovered between K wame Kilpatrick and his Chief of Staff. It was confirmed 
(despite their sworn testimony) through the use of their city issued Skytel pagers. 
They both exchanged over 14,000 text messages which contradicted their sworn 
testimonies. This led to pe1jury charges being filed against Kilpatrick. 
R the students affected 2? Many teachers would agree that language is 
changing in the classroom. Students are constantly looking for the easiest and 
quickest routes to get things done. They have now become device-holding, thumb-
typing beings. How many times have you been in the lunchroom and overheard the 
business education teacher talking about his/her arduous and incessant correcting of 
finger placement on the keyboard? In an article about the students' poor performance 
on the state mandated direct assessment of writing, Kate Ross states the following: 
These results clearly defined the situation. Student writing was not 
up to par. Poor grammar, punctuation and spelling mistakes appeared 
in everything students wrote, from classroom assignments and e-mails 
for teachers, and then for the state writing exams. And many teachers 
believed that students' wide use of 'text speak' was a key factor in 
their students' negative performance. 
Would we all believe that this is so? 
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As educators, should we try to reach the students using their own media? Is it 
possible to teach reading using text messaging? During the writing process, we 
emphasize rough drafts followed by editing and revising. Do we encourage text 
messaging format during the rough drafts? Text messaging does affect each student's 
grasp of the English language. Students are more inclined to write in the same manner 
that they speak. It is very difficult for some students to grasp the concept of writing 
for different audiences and different purposes. As a result, it is imperative that as 
educators we emphasize and model the use of the English Language in our 
classrooms on a daily basis. There will always be a new fad with each generation, but 
our purpose will never change. We are educators, no matter the century. The 
translation to the above text is as follows: 
Adam : HRU --How are you 
Eve: ICBB--- I could be better 
Adam: W AN2TLK --- want to talk 
Eve: TAM--- tomorrow morning 
Adam; SUITM, H&K-see you in the morning. Hugs and kisses 
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The Journey 
Gracias a Dias, he is finally here!!! 
Ten fingers, ten toes, and a full head of hair. 
With bright brown eyes, piercing my soul, saying 
"Teach me Mommy; I am eager to learn." 
My destiny was to teach; I knew right then. 
For God sent Jonathan to point me in my true direction. 
Ahora soy una maestra, 
And Yes, I am quite content, 
But there are days when I want to use the belt. 
The bell just rang; it's right on time 
With my students asking, "Did we have homework last class?" 
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What new activity shall I try? For I, too, am eager for something new 
As the day goes by. 
To have full control of all these new brains, 
To keep them actively engaged from bell to bell. 
Cooperative learning or project completion? 
What should I do? We are almost out of time. 
!Silencio! Students complete your work, 
For in Spanish class, there is no time to lurk. 
Writing project !aqui vengo! 
Give me new ideas for I am eager for some. 
Even though I am a second-year teacher, 
There are some days 
I feel like an alien from outer space. 
Take me now on this trip 
Because this workshop teaches how to write best. 
Garcias a Dias - thanks to God 
Ahora soy una maestra - Now I am a teacher 
Silencio - silence 







The Silent Abuser 
That Saturday morning was like most others in a theme park. Patiently -
and impatiently - adults and children were standing in line waiting for their turn 
to purchase tickets. These tickets would offer their customers a day full of fun and 
family memories. Already I had noticed the heat was taking a toll on the people 
around me and that tensions were mounting. The incident I am about to describe 
to you occurred that day, just after some family members and I entered the gate of 
a nearby theme park. Though this took place several years ago, what I witnessed 
that day made such a lasting impression on me that I immediately scrounged for 
paper and pen, sat down, and wrote the following: 
I stood there silently, frozen and speechless, as I watched in disbelief. 
This tall muscular man I observed was unable to speak audibly. However, the 
words he did speak through the rapid movement of his hands and arms and the 
expressions revealed on his face were screaming in my ears. I noticed that the 
recipient of this crnel message was a petite young girl who could be little more 
than seven years old. 
This little girl, with huge tears streaming down her face, was standing 
motionless in front of a massive crowd who was oblivious to her plight. 
Embarrassed and humiliated by what was going on, the little girl could do nothing 
but stare at the ground beneath her feet. As I continued to observe the situation 
and listen, I heard this man - this man whom the little girl called father and 
protector, the man whom she respected in fear - force sounds from the depths of 
his throat. These sounds - these "words" - were incomprehensible to me, but 
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from the familiar look on her face, seemed to be words she had heard many more 
times than she cared to remember. In ignorant silence, I continued to watch as the 
man pounded his hands together to sign his anger; he just wouldn't stop. 
Suddenly, the little girl made an unexpected move toward this man who towered 
over her. Almost as suddenly, the man quickly took her frail arms and clenched 
them tightly. 
"He must have control," I thought to myself. 
The picture is imbedded in my mind. All I could see was this little girl 
trapped, much like a small helpless kitten by an angry hungry mongrel. This man, 
her father, acted as though he had something to prove to someone. I suppose that 
someone was himself. He wanted her to know he meant business! He was boss, 
and she'd better not forget it! 
"Stop, stop, stop, why won't you stop?" I heard myself silently crying out. 
"Why won't you just leave her alone?" I thought. 
Sitting steadfastly on the park bench, I realized that I had run out of words 
to describe what I had seen. I began to feel a rage building in the pit of my 
stomach, and to sense startling questions coming to my mind. I heard myself 
thinking, "Who was the abuser? Was it that man who physically and mentally 
abused the little girl? Or, was it me, the observer, the one who passively abused -
with silence?" As I look back on that morning, I can still remember the shame I 
felt at doing nothing. But still today, I ask myself, "Exactly what should I have 
done?" 
Oftentimes, you hear the term "abuse" flippantly thrown around, as though 
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people know exactly what it is and what should be done about it. The term 
"abuse," both physical and mental, is very real to me .. You see, I lived it and 
breathed it in a marriage that lasted for almost two very long years. With the 
passage of time ( more than twenty years) and a deep desire not to live in the past, 
I have found that most of the really bad memories have faded away. I will never 
forget, though, the helplessness I felt during that time, lost in an abyss, unable to 
escape. 
Being tangled in the web of abuse is very debilitating, even as an adult. 
Yet, here was a little girl who, sadly, would have to learn to live in it for many 
years. If the abuse didn't destroy her, somehow she would adapt and persevere. 
At the same time, what kind of scars would remain? The physical ones would 
eventually fade away, but what about the ones inflicted on her soul, in her hemt, 
and to her mind? Those scm·s might take a lifetime to disappear. 
Before closing, I would like to leave with you a quote eloquently stated by 
Herbert Ward, an Episcopal priest: "Child abuse casts a shadow that lasts a 
lifetime" (Andrews, Biggs, & Seidel). Had it not been for my children, my family, 
and my faith, I would have chosen to make my lifetime much shorter than I 
believe my Creator had intended. Sadly, some individuals do not have the luxury 
of such lifeline supports. That is why I implore you to ask yourself, "What can I 
do?" Let's break this cycle of abuse, even if only one individual at a time. Be that 
light at the end of the tunnel for someone. Become educated in the signs of abuse 
and do something about it. "Why?" you ask. Because I know you can do 
something about it. 
Spelling -Loathe It or Love It 
There was a dreadful young lad who loathed spelling, 
Whence whilst practicing he commenced to loud wailing. 
"Write it thrice?!" he would groan. 
"Why not once?!" he would moan. 
Write it naught and you're sure to be failing. 
There was a delightful young lass who loved spelling, 
Life beyond it would be o'erwhelming. 
"I shalt study till dawn without sleeping," she said. 
"I will conceal these fine words in safekeeping," she pied. 
And in her dreams, on the words she was dwelling. 
(?J S?E.LLING-- BEE 
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Seizing the Moment 
Callie, a timid, somewhat withdrawn young lady, sat quietly after PE. It 
was snack time and one of the few times during the school day that students were 
allowed to talk freely among themselves. Preoccupied in thought and seemingly 
lost in the moment, Callie silently ate her Goldfish and drank her juice. Callie 
had always been one ofmy "favorites." It was not necessarily because she was 
exceptionally bright or overly astute. No, she was just your typical, insecure 
fomth grade girl teetering on the edge of puberty and desperately trying to find 
her place among the sea of other girls and boys her age. 
Snack time took place each morning in my room at 9:30, directly after my 
students' PE class and just before math. I chose this time of the morning for math 
because even though they had just spent 45 minutes running around the gym and 
ten minutes gulping down a less-than-nutritious snack, the students still seemed 
somewhat alert. But for some students, there was never a good time for math. In 
fact, students like Callie would be delighted to never see a math book again. I 
suppose that was one reason I related so well to her. You see, I remember as 
though it was yesterday, fourth grade math and my fomth grade teacher, Mrs. 
Johnson. Fond memories, they are not. In fact, it wasn't just that math class, it 
was math in general. Perhaps, fomth grade was merely when my math 
frustrations began. 
That time of year had finally arrived, the time when students began 
learning how to divide one digit numbers into three digit numbers. Oh no, three 
digits! Some still had not mastered their multiplication facts, let alone, the 
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division of two digits by one digit. Snack time was finally over, and math books, 
with homework, were courageously placed on their desks. Already, I could see 
the anxiousness and anxiety written all over Callie's face. She seemed much 
more confident the day before when I introduced the new material and we 
reviewed some textbook problems. Maybe it was the homework I had assigned 
that caused her frnstration. Whatever it was, I knew it had to be nipped in the 
bud. I could not let what happened to me so many years ago happen to one ofmy 
students. 
During my first year of teaching, I thought it would be a great idea to 
choose one day each week after school for tutoring. Thursday seemed to be the 
best choice both for parents and children. Besides, most of my math tests seemed 
to be scheduled on Friday, and the choice just made sense. It was not, however, 
until my second year that many ofmy students took advantage of the opp01iunity. 
For some students, the tutoring was utilized sporadically, but for others, it was an 
essential block of study time. For some students, what seemed difficult to grasp 
in the classroom, came quickly and easily in a quiet unobtrnsive setting. 
The tutoring sessions planned on Thursday were just the type of setting I 
felt Callie would excel in. Seeing her eyes welled with tears was not a memory I 
relished, and I hoped to find a way to ease her fears into the mystery of math. I 
felt the time had come to speak with Callie and her parents about tutoring. 
Following my conference with Callie's parents, she began meeting with 
me every Thursday afternoon for an hour of math tutoring. Because her mom 
confessed that Callie had always struggled with math, I realized first, that Callie 
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needed to develop some self-confidence; she needed to know she "could do it." 
As weeks passed, I could see her confidence build and as we became acquainted, I 
could see the light begin to shine in Callie's eyes again. Those beautiful eyes 
were no longer filled with tears. Sure, the light began as a dim flicker and 
perhaps not always shining as brightly as I would have liked it, but it did shine. 
Learning, reviewing, and re-reviewing, I could sense that Callie was beginning to 
feel successful in math and as she began feeling successful, so did I. As each nine 
weeks passed and report cards were issued, it thrilled me to place a well-deserved 
A or Bon Callie's report card in the column next to "Math." 
At long last, the school year was coming to a close, and preparations were 
being made for the year-end elementary awards ceremony. As I began totaling up 
each student's grades to determine who would attend the ceremony, I realized 
Callie had made the honor roll. Since the results of the awards are "hush-hush" 
until the evening of the ceremony, it wasn't until that evening, to Callie's surprise 
and with my pleasure, that I was able to call her up to receive her A-B Honor Roll 
Certificate. 
After the presentations, I was approached by a ve1y familiar looking 
mother (this time, with tears in her eyes and a smile on her face) who told me that 
this was Callie's first time to be chosen for the A-B Honor Roll. As Callie's mom 
continued to thank me for the time I spent tutoring Callie, I insisted that it was I 
who was thankful. With Callie's sincere heart and desire to learn, she had made 
my job easy and given me reason to believe that my work was valuable and that 
my teaching does matter. 
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William Wiii, (1772 -1834), an American author and statesman once said, 
"Seize the moment of excited curiosity on any subject to solve your doubts; for if 
you let it pass, the desire may never return, and you may remain in ignorance." I 
will never forget the journey Callie and I shared and the "light bulb moments" we 
seized together; I will always remember witnessing the light of understanding as it 
began to glisten in her eyes. And without a doubt, I willforever be grateful for 
the time spent with Callie and what she taught me about the art of teaching. 
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Lindemann, Erika. "Prewriting Techniques." A Rhetoric for Writing Teachers. 4th ed. 
New York: Oxford UP USA, 2001. 109-129. 
This chapter, from Lindemann's comprehensive resource book for writing 
teachers, provides a wealth of ideas about prewriting techniques. Lindemann notes that 
prewriting techniques are used for both perception (understanding what already is) and 
conception ( creating new material). Citing the ideas of other expe1is, Lindemann breaks 
the chapter down into sections on different techniques, not relying only on the traditional 
methods of brainstorming, clustering, and freewriting. Of particular interest are the 
sections "perception exercises" (used to stimulate both perception and conception) and 
"heuristics" (her term for ways of thinking about a topic). Everyone should be able to 
find a prewriting technique that appeals to them here. 
- Don Bennett 
Sunflower, Cherlyn. Really Writing: Ready-to-Use Writing Process Activities for the 
Elementary Grades. West Nyack: The Center for Applied Research in Education, 
1994. 
Really Writing: Ready to Use Writing Process Activities for the Elementary 
Grades is a very useful resource for any elementary teacher seeking for creative ways to 
teach writing. Every lesson takes students through the writing process - motivators, 
brainstorming, group composing, student composing, revising/editing, and publishing -
and all in very creative ways. In the introduction, "To the Teacher," Sunflower shows 
how a commitment to modeling can spark students' creativity and make "the composing 
step less threatening." Sunflower promotes modeling through brainstorming and group 
composing of an example piece. With this support, students can then feel confident, and 
even inspired, as they compose their own rough draft. I especially liked the author's 
advice in the section about responding to student writing. She encourages teachers to 
avoid general praise and instead to use specific positive comments focusing on the 
composition. She calls this "feedback that helps a student learn and feel good" (xix). 
Every lesson ends with some form of publishing because this gives writing purpose. 
Sunflower also includes modifications for beginning and advanced writers in each lesson. 
- Sabrina Brandon 
Allen, Roberta. The Playful Way to Serious Writing, New York City: Houghton Mifflin 
Co., 2002. 
This is a great little book explaining how we use ENERGY to write. Many people 
agonize and struggle when given a writing assignment, but Allen uses pictures, a timer, 
and cues to help inspire and encourage writing from anyone with a pencil in his or her 
hand. She uses a timer so that the writers will write instantly before they have a chance to 
think. She explains why we should write about our fears and not let them get in the way 
of our writing. She encourages writers to write freely, whether events be happy or 
painful. This book has some great pictures that will allow everyone to be as creative as 
they want to be. 
- Debbie Fancher 
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Meloni, Christine. "Attracting New Readers with Hip Hop Lit." Library Media 
Connection (2007): 38-40. 
Book sales have dropped two percent over the last year in almost every 
demographic group except African American, due largely to the phenomenon of urban 
literature. These cautionary tales of growing up and living in tough urban settings are 
attracting young male and female readers who have traditionally not been readers. They 
are written often by people who have lived in those settings. "Urban lit" traces roots to a 
few inner city novels written in the l 970's that are now sought-after cult classics. The 
contemporary renewal of the geme is credited with the 1999 breakthrough novel, The 
Coldest Winter Ever, by Sister Souljah. It is still one of the most requested books, but 
graphic sexual scenes classify it as an adult novel. Indeed, some criticize the books for 
glorifying drugs and violence and reinforcing stereotypes, as well as containing 
misspellings and slang, and say the works "dumb down" legitimate Black literature like 
The Color Purple. Supporters respond that the stories teach lessons and reach an audience 
that would not otherwise read. Librarians like the author contend that adolescent hip hop 
literature, like novels in the Blueford series, transforms many non-reading adolescents 
into enthusiastic readers who can be overheard discussing the books and their characters 
with friends. 
- Mark Fuller 
Power, Brenda, & Rutha Hubbard. Oops: What We Learn When Our Teaching Fails. 
New York: Stenhouse Publishers, 1996. 
The book, Oops What We Learn When Our Teaching Fails, by Brenda Miller 
Power and Ruth Shagoury Hubbard is unique. Instead of being filled with "happily ever 
after" stories, this book is composed of 45 essays from teachers who have failed at one 
time or another. The stories are special because they show how even the most 
experienced teacher can have a moment where things go wrong. Many of the teachers are 
made wiser from their tales of mishaps; others find themselves let down or possibly 
discouraged. The honesty in the writings can make teachers feel that there are others 
making the same mistakes. It is a wonderful, easy-to-read book, full of interesting and 
insightful true accounts from the field of education. 
- Autumn Martin 
Dimitriadis, Greg and Kamberelis, George. Theory for Education. New York: Taylor and 
Francis Group, 2006. 
Clifford Gee1iz (1926-2006) was an anthropologist and professor at Princeton 
University. He was an educational theorist. His research impacted many fields of study 
including race relations, education, social sciences, and cultural understanding. His 
theory is that you cannot detach a person from his or her culture. Students and teachers 
bring with them their web of culture to school each day. As educators, we must be careful 
not to destroy their personal culture in teaching them from our own prospective and 
cultural webs. 
- Joy McCartney 
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Gallagher, Kelly. Reading Reasons: Motivational Mini-Lessons for Middle and High 
School. P01iland, ME: Stenhouse Publishers, 2003. 
If you want your students to become lifelong readers and are not sure just how to 
accomplish this - this book might just be for you. It includes ten reasons for reading, 
along with forty mini-lessons. Although the book lists ten reading reasons, Gallagher 
encourages you to uncover your own reading reasons that will apply to the specific needs 
and interests of your own students. Gallagher concludes by saying that showing students 
why they should read is the first and most important step in the process of becoming a 
reader. 
- PamMiller 
Gurian, Michael, and Stevens, Cathy. The Minds of Boys. San Francisco, CA: Jossey-
Bass Publishers, 2005. 
It is important that boys get the opportunity to develop their brain to the optimum. 
This development begins at bhih and should continue after bhih. During the preschool 
years, various activities can help foster boys' brains. Such activities include viewing 
postcards, writing groceries lists, and making short comments about pictures. Parents, 
teachers, and others who are responsible for helping in the development of boys' brains 
should be educated in ways to help the boys' maturity. 
- Nona Rogers 
Gallagher, Kelly. "Running with the Literacy Stampede" Teaching Adolescent Writers. 
I st ed. P01iland, ME: Stenhouse Publishers, 2006. 
This opening chapter of Gallagher's book explains the perils of continuing down 
the historical path of teaching writing. He outlines ten things that the current education 
system and teaching methods are doing to defeat students, including assigning writing 
instead of teaching writing. He also shows evidence that children get left behind because 
they are not given enough writing to do in the classroom. In fact, he states that lower 
level learners are given less writing time than other students, which deprives the lower-
level students of opp01iunities to learn to write. Gallagher likens good writing skills to 
those of an expe1i swimmer: "One cannot wish to become an expert swimmer; becoming 
an expert swimmer takes practice and hard work." The same is trne for writing. Without 
practice, practice, practice, there is no improvement in writing. 
- Kyle Shelton 
Laminack, Lester, and Katie Wood. Spelling In Use. Urbana, IL: National Council of 
Teachers of English, 1996. 
The authors, Laminack and Wood, illustrate the importance of writing. They also 
show that writing is a means of expression that can only be learned through reading. 
Their research emphasizes that a child will only be confident and take chances with 
his/her own ways of expression ifwe, as adults, give them room to do so. We cannot 
critique the students' every fault. We also need to praise their use of capitalization and 
punctuation. As educators, we need to look at the grammar. How many spelling errors do 
we encounter in relation to correct use of grammar? We must not use these errors to 
break the students down, but as an opportunity to encourage the reading of children's 
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literature; the authors concluded that reading ultimately leads to better spelling and the 
building of a better vocabulary, which will then lead to an e1rnr-proof paper. They also 
concluded that spelling should be considered as an "extension of a child's language 
development." It is not one word at a time, but it is developing a competent writer that 
leads to a competent speller. Laminack and Wood state that a central theme among all the 
teachers that participated in the research is that they have to learn more about writing to 
think differently about spelling. 
- Theresa Thomas 
Chandler, Kelly, and the Mapleton Teacher-Research Group. Spelling Inquiry. 1st ed. 
Portland, ME: Stenhouse Publishers, 1999. 
Spelling c01Tectly has always been impo1tant to me, but after three years in the 
classroom, I began asking myself, "Just how much impottance should be placed on 
spelling? Do traditional strategies toward the teaching of spelling still work? Is there a 
better way?" What I patticularly enjoyed about chapter four of this book, "Conventional 
Wisdom and Common Ground: Inquiring about Spelling with Parents," is finding out that 
other teachers felt the same way. This chapter details the development and distribution 
of a survey sent to parents in a pa1ticular school inquiring about their beliefs and attitudes 
toward spelling. Through this survey, a group of teachers determined that parents saw 
spelling as a critical part of the learning process. However, why they felt it was 
impmtant fell into several different categories. This was enlightening. The survey 
enabled the group to create a belief statement about spelling that was adopted by their 
school and a list of ways parents could help with spelling at home. Copies of these 
documents ai·e provided in the chapter. The writer also provided examples of strategies 
used personally by her in the classroom. I discovered what I read both informative and 
insightful and certainly well worth reading. 
- Patti Wilkinson 
Strong, William. Coaching Writing The Power of Guided Practice. Pmtsmouth NH: 
Heinemann, 2001. 
As a small child, I can still hear my mother's voice as she read us fairy tales about 
princesses, goblins, pirates, talking animals and mean witches and villains. As the 
characters' spirits overflowed across her lips and into our hearts, I could always "see" the 
story that she was telling us -- never needing a picture for guidance. I truly believe that it 
was her fascinating storytelling that inspired me to become a teacher and a writer myself. 
I read chapter six in William Strong's book, Coaching Writing. This chapter is titled 
"Coaching Voice," and Strong begins the chapter by introducing a former teacher that he 
remembered teaching literature through his various voices in character. I think as writers 
and teachers, teaching "imagination" in oral communication will flow into creative 
writing. One idea that he discusses is allowing students to pick from a list of characters 
with different personality traits and then helping them write a piece in the voice of that 
character. I think that this writing technique is wonderful! I am going to focus more on 
voice when I teach creative writing so that my students can feel as I did when my mother 
read to me ... like they are living in the written words. 
- Katie Mccombs Wood 
